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Chapter 1 


Dillion Palmer had never seen such a courageous beast. 
He’d been working with Wildlife Services in Utah for five 
years, which meant he’d been called on to hunt all kinds of 
predatory animals, but he’d never seen anything like this. 
Bold as brass and twice as blinding, a coydog with 
butterscotch hair and wickedly intense fuchsia eyes stared 
right down the barrel of his gun. What was even more 
stunning was he continued to advance. 

Instincts told Dillion to shoot, but something else told 
him that if he did, he would be committing a grave sin, so 
he held off, but kept his finger on the trigger, watching 
through the scope. Closer the beast came, his stride as 
casual as any teenager on a mall stroll. As crazy as it 
seemed in broad daylight where Dillion clearly had the 
upper hand, the animal showed no fear. The beast looked 
past the barrel of his rifle and past his sunglasses and 
seemed to drill its unusual gaze right into Dillion’s soul. 

l am very much like you. I’m an animal who calls to the 
beast in you. 

Dillion shook off the fanciful notion that the creature was 
communicating directly with him. Obviously, he’d been out 
alone in the desert heat for too long. Five blistering days 
and six frigid nights would break most men, but Dillion 
Palmer wasn’t most men. He was alpha prime. At six feet 
seven inches tall and three hundred pounds of meat-eating 
muscle, he was the most dangerous animal in the entire 
desert. Most creatures ran from his scent, and those that 
dared to meet his gaze ran soon after. But not this curious 
creature. 

Noonday sun beat down upon both of them, making their 
Shadows short, and their breath even shorter from the dry 
air. If today reached five percent humidity, Dillion would be 
surprised. As he drew another slow lungful of air through his 
nose, he was fairly certain the humidity was around two 
percent at best. His lips were stuck together and he’d give 


just about anything for a drink of the cool water from the 
flask near his hip, but there was no way in hell he’d turn his 
attention from the beast. If it came down to who could hold 
out the longest, Dillion was willing to toss his hat into that 
ring. Unlike the beast, he didn’t have thick fur. But then 
again, the fur of this animal was a light color and was 
probably acting more as insulation from the heat than a 
detriment. That was why the beautiful beast’s fur was 
puffed up rather than lying flat. 

From years of experience, Dillion judged the creature at 
about sixty pounds. Far too big to be a pure coyote, the 
creature was about the right size for a coydog—a cross 
between a domesticated dog and a wild coyote. Such 
couplings weren’t common, but the creatures they produced 
split the features of both animals. If a lighter-colored coyote 
bred with a Golden Retriever, it would equal the amazing 
coat color of this creature and match the size. But those 
eyes...those wickedly hypnotizing fuchsia eyes were unlike 
anything Dillion had ever seen. They weren’t the frail pink 
color of albino eyes, which were more blood loaded and 
vision poor. These eyes were deep fuchsia, rich in both color 
and acute perception. The creature’s unusual eyes missed 
nothing, and Dillion found himself utterly drawn into the 
animal’s gaze. 

As he watched the beast advance, Dillion became 
mesmerized as the sleek fur shimmered over the animal’s 
body. All Dillion could think of was butterscotch pudding. 
Shiny butterscotch pudding. Sunlight glittered over the 
animal’s mane, indicating it was well fed and possibly 
domesticated. Could the farmer who'd been so adamant 
they not hunt on his ranch be secretly harboring the very 
creatures Dillion was stalking? According to the county 
Sheriff, there was a coydog that was black as night and at 
least one hundred fifty pounds. Whatever animal had scared 
that worthless gasbag, it clearly wasn’t this beast, but that 
didn’t mean there wasn’t a pack of partially domesticated 
coydogs living on or near the ranch. 


For all Dillion knew, the enigmatic ranch owner, Marshal 
Roberts, might have refused them passage on his land to 
avoid having to explain about his semiwild animals. This 
especially made sense in light of the death of two men who 
were clearly killed by a creature with a much bigger jaw 
than a regular coyote. Even this beast wasn’t big enough to 
have done the damage, but one that weighed in at around a 
hundred fifty pounds would be about right. 

The creature took another step and then stopped. Its 
tongue lolled out of its mouth, but the saliva droplets were 
too thick to fall. Was it dehydrated? Perhaps what had called 
the beast near was the smell of the water Dillion had. It 
certainly wasn’t food. He was far too careful to let the scent 
of food lure an animal close unless he was trying to bring 
them to him rather than him having to hunt the animals 
down. But water could certainly have called the creature to 
his camp. Water was rare in the desert. 

And then the beast did something he wasn’t expecting. It 
turned its back on him, lifted its tail, and whimpered. 

Dillion was compelled to lay down his gun, which he did, 
and then he growled. 

The beast let out an even more submissive cry that 
touched deep into Dillion’s soul. 

As he stood there determined to resist, his body was 
already shifting. In a flash, he felt all the molecules that 
made up his form collapse into a tube that allowed his 
clothing to fall gracefully away. He moved forward in an arc, 
landing a foot away, re-formed into a beast. As it was 
happening, he thought he was hallucinating, but he knew he 
wasn’t. This was real and somehow he’d always known deep 
down inside what he was. Now the smell of the creature 
before him was irresistible. Hunger unlike anything he’d 
ever felt before compelled Dillion to open his snout and 
release a growl that echoed off the walls of the butte. His 
mating cry was so powerful birds screeched and took to the 
air. Smaller rodents fled the area and the lizards followed. In 
seconds, he was alone with the butterscotch beast. 


Licking his lips, Dillion approached the beautiful creature, 
taking another deep breath of its scent. The beast was in 
heat. That was what caused that delectable aroma. One 
whiff had shifted Dillion from human to animal, and now he 
wanted to mate. That was the hunger. It wasn’t for food or 
water. This was a deeper, more primitive necessity. This was 
a primal need to fuck. 

But there was something confusing about the scent. 
Dillion couldn’t call the beast female, because it also had a 
cock. The closer he came, the richer the essence, but he 
also saw a delicate fuchsia tip peeking out below the beast, 
buried in butterscotch hair. Yet the scent of heat was also 
there. 

Confused, Dillion circled the curious creature, sniffing it, 
nudging it, tormenting himself by denying his need to mate. 
When he came to the back end, the scent pushed hard into 
his primitive brain and washed all resistance away. Growling, 
he mounted the creature and his prick slid deep. When the 
beast lifted its head and cried, Dillion clamped his powerful 
jaws on the scruff of its neck and pinned it down as he 
forced more of his cock inside. 

Tight, wet heat wrapped around his prick, calling him 
ever deeper. Below him the creature resisted, but Dillion 
was easily twice as big and held the poor thing down 
without strain. Even if he wanted to he didn’t think he could 
stop. The smell had lured him in, and now the feel of sinking 
his cock into such wicked heat was going to keep him going. 
Working his hips slid his prick in and out of the tight 
channel, which caused it to grow hotter and slicker. Primitive 
instincts pushed him to fuck and fuck hard. Each thrust 
buried more of his prick inside. Now the creature below him 
was angling its hips up, a clear indication it wanted more. 
The silent surrender only aggravated the mindless monster 
within Dillion. 

Grasping his prize firmly with his jaws, he held the thing 
down and fucked as hard and as fast as he could. As the 
climax rose up in him, he felt the base of his prick swell until 


he could no longer thrust. He came in a series of gushing 
pulses while the knot held him firmly within his mate. 

Whimpering, the animal turned its head, and Dillion 
released his brutal hold. He kissed the beast, loving the way 
it returned his tenderness. The violence was over now. With 
his cock locked into his mate, pumping his seed as deep as 
it could possibly go, Dillion was free from his frantic need to 
mate. Now he wanted to make sure he hadn’t hurt the 
beautiful butterscotch beast. By licking and snarfing, they 
seemed to communicate without words. If the thing was in 
pain, he imagined it would be curled away from him and 
crying, but it wasn’t. 

Below his massive body, the creature went utterly limp. 
They were still locked together, and from the tension in his 
prick, Dillion was fairly certain this state was going to last 
for a long while. But he didn’t mind. Never in his life had he 
ever felt anything this good. Dillion had always been so 
careful to deny the beast inside his soul. All those crazy 
dreams and curious longings could be put to rest now that 
he’d realized what he was. He’d always had an affinity for 
coyotes. Now he understood why. 

Settling over his mate, he blocked him—her?—Dillion let 
that question go for now as he shaded his mate from the 
pounding noonday sun. His fur was dark brown, just like the 
color of his hair when he was human, but it was thick, 
puffing up and insulating him from the heat. However, 
keeping his weight off his mate was going to grow 
wearisome. 

Turning his head, he looked back at where he’d set up his 
camp. A one-man pup tent called to him. Inside he could lie 
with his mate and avoid the heat of the day. But how to get 
there when they were clearly locked together? 

Carefully, keeping his knot buried, Dillion stood. His mate 
seemed to know they needed to move. With his much 
bigger body Dillion was able to stand fully with his mate 
below him. Awkwardly, they walked over to the tent. Once 


inside they settled back down, but Dillion rolled to his side 
so they could sleep while knotted together. 

Dreams of hunting under a full moon with his mate 
beside him pleased Dillion more than he would have 
imagined. It seemed to him the most idyllic setting. The 
desert was vast, rolling away from them for miles, and they 
were the most-vicious predators. Other coyotes avoided 
them, so that left him and his chosen a large area where 
they could hunt without worry. And then the dream turned 
into a nightmare. Dillion had forgotten that there was 
always one predator that was bigger and more vicious than 
any animal. 

Man. 

Turning his head, he saw the cowboy hat first then the 
harsh features of the man below. When the man saw Dillion, 
his eyes lit up. From the holster on his hip, he withdrew a 
gun with a barrel that seemed dangerously long and thick. 
As he drew a bead on him, Dillion cried as he leapt in front 
of his mate, but he was too slow. To his horror, he stood 
watching as the bullet dug deep into his mate, splattering 
dark blood all over his mate’s beautiful fur. When Dillion 
turned and looked back, he realized he recognized the man 
below the dark hat. He was looking at himself. 

Shaken awake by the terror of the dream, Dillion relaxed 
when he found his mate was safely tucked between his 
paws. The sun was setting and the blistering heat of the day 
was quickly dispersing. Soon it would be chilly. One thing 
that shocked most visitors to the high desert was the wild 
temperature changes. A day of over one hundred degrees 
could plunge to a nighttime low of fifty. Since Dillion was 
aware of the wily climate, he was always prepared for both 
extremes. 

And now he had another to care for. He looked down and 
found himself grinning. His mate was asleep with his—for 
now he’d decided to simply call his mate by the masculine 
pronoun—nose buried between his smaller paws. Lying next 
to him, Dillion felt enormous. How had his tender mate been 


able to accept the size of his cock, especially the swollen 
knot? As Dillion took stock of his body, he realized that his 
prick was still snugly buried in his mate. Another burst of 
pleasure rocked his hips, pumping more of his seed within, 
which caused his mate to quiver in acceptance. 

Dillion slid his paw down and carefully parted his mate’s 
hind legs. Ah. His mate had shivered from releasing his own 
seed against his belly. Apparently, his mate was both male 
and female. There was a name for such a thing, but Dillion 
couldn’t recall it at the moment. Not that it mattered. 
Forever after they’d be animals and no one would be around 
to judge. Only humans were so inclined to slap labels on 
everything. As a beast, Dillion was finally at peace with 
himself. He had exactly what he’d always wanted, and he 
didn’t have to suffer the verbal barbs of any of his friends or 
even his family. Moreover, his mate was also perfectly at 
peace being unique. Only humans had the ability to judge 
themselves and others harshly. As animals they were free to 
simply be who and what they were. 

Eventually, the night filled the tent with cool darkness 
and his knot finally abated. As his cock slipped from his 
mate, he awoke and lifted his head. A soft whimper told 
Dillion that his mate was sad to be parted. Giving him a 
gruff growl assured him that there would be more, much 
more mating to come. But not now. This was the time for 
them to hunt. 

Dillion stood and shook the last of the sleep cobwebs 
away. His nose quivered as he moved to the front of the 
tent. Nocturnal creatures ruled the night. Most of the 
animals they hunted would be bunked down for sleep, 
making them much more vulnerable. What amazed Dillion 
was that all the knowledge he’d gained as a human was still 
with him in his current form. He knew just where to look for 
the best animals to eat. 

Turning his head, he looked back at his mate. He wasn’t 
able to frown exactly, but he did lower the area above his 
eyes. His mate stayed on his side, his eyes closed. Curious, 


Dillion moved to his side, and that was when the scent of 
blood hit him. Rather than provoking his hunger response, it 
instead set off a shiver of fear. His mate was hurt. Desperate 
to uncover the source of the damage, Dillion sniffed all over 
him and quickly realized the scent was coming from his 
backside. 

Shocked, Dillion settled back down, wrapping his bigger 
body around his mate. He didn’t know what else to do. His 
rough mating had injured his chosen. The shame gnawed at 
him. If he were human, he would rush his mate to help, but 
there was nothing he could do in this form. 

His mate lifted his head and kissed weakly at Dillion’s 
face, but all that did was compound his worry. What if his 
mate was simply trying to kiss him good-bye? 

Determined to do something, Dillion rose and left the 
tent. Not too far below was the land owned by Marshal 
Roberts. From his work with Wildlife Services, Dillion knew 
that Marshal had a veterinarian living in his farmhouse. As 
much as Dillion wanted to run down there and get help, he 
considered how in the world he was going to be able to do 
that when he couldn't talk. 

Behind him, his mate whimpered, calling him back to the 
tent. Dillion poked his head in, and his mate looked at him 
and shook his head. Dillion didn’t understand. He stepped 
back, and his mate let out one sharp bark. When he stepped 
into the tent, his mate wagged his tail and nodded his head. 
It became clear to him his mate didn’t want him to go, but if 
he stayed, he wouldn’t be able to get help. Unsure what to 
do, Dillion took another step inside, which his mate 
encouraged. 

Lifting his hind leg, his mate lowered his head as if 
examining himself. He turned and looked back at Dillion 
then nodded. 

Dillion woofed in a way that he hoped asked a question. 

His mate nodded and then seemed to grin. 

Was everything all right? Was it normal to bleed a bit 
after mating? Dillion’s experience with animals was how to 


kill them, not how to care for them. Tentatively, he 
approached and then settled himself behind his mate. He 
knew he was on the right track when his mate sighed and 
snuggled against him. 

It was then that Dillion wondered if his mate was like him 
—a human turned into an animal. He must be. How else 
would the creature have been able to communicate with 
him otherwise? Animals didn’t think the way humans did. 
Not that he knew of. Then again, he really didn’t know that 
much. 

When his mate lowered his head, closed his eyes, and 
appeared to go to sleep, Dillion joined him. Maybe some 
sleep would help. He thought about going out and hunting 
alone to provide for his mate, but it was clear his chosen 
didn’t want him to go. Maybe he was worried the scent of 
blood would attract other predators. The very idea stiffened 
the hair along his body. If anything human or animal came 
near his mate, Dillion would kill first and ask questions later. 

And that was when he realized what had happened to 
the two men who'd been found dead on the ranch. They’d 
obviously messed with some animal’s mate and that shifter 
had attacked. No wonder Marshal Roberts didn’t want 
anyone on his ranch. He knew. Marshal had to know that 
some of his men were shifters. The realization was like a 
sudden slap to the face. But then a new thought came to 
Dillion’s mind, and that was the sad possibility that his 
current state wasn’t permanent. For Marshal to know that 
his men could be oversized coyotes meant that they must 
have shifted back to tell him. 

Dillion’s heart sank. Returning to human would mean a 
return to the potential ridicule of others. He sighed and 
lowered his head. His mate pressed more firmly into him, 
making him simultaneously happy and sad. Happy because 
he wasn’t alone, but sad because when they returned to 
their human form he had no idea what form, exactly, his 
mate would take. 


Chapter 2 


Micah Grant blinked rapidly as he considered his 
Surroundings. It was clear within moments that he was in a 
tent. It was also clear that he was naked and so was the 
enormous man behind him. He knew he was gigantic 
because he literally encased Micah from the top of his head 
to the tips of his toes. The arm that was wrapped over him 
was as big as his thigh. He also knew it was a male because 
the arm was dusted with dark brown body hair and his cock 
—his hard, thick cock—was pressed against Micah’s hip. 

Carefully, he turned his head and looked behind him. Yes, 
indeed, that was a cock all right. A very large, uncut prick 
that was softly resting against Micah’s hip. Had he taken 
that beast inside him? Cautiously, Micah took stock of his 
body. His bottom didn’t sting or smart or anything. So 
maybe they hadn’t had sex. Micah was relieved yet 
disappointed. Maybe he was doomed to be a virgin forever. 
At nineteen it seemed all his friends had hooked up, so what 
the hell was wrong with him? So far every man he’d shown 
interest in hadn’t been interested in return. One man had 
laughed in his face and said he wasn’t a fairy. Another had 
told him that he liked men, but he liked more manly men. 
Manly wasn’t something Micah could readily pull off. Not 
when he was barely five foot two and a hundred twenty 
pounds soaking wet. He’d tried working out, but he never 
really got bulky. He’d shed his baby fat, but he hadn’t 
manned up or out like he was hoping. He was still the same 
slender man he’d always been with just a bit more muscle 
definition. When he tried to dress manly in leather, he 
looked so ridiculous he hadn’t even bothered going out. If 
his appearance in the mirror made him laugh, it was bound 
to do the same to other people. Micah returned to wearing 
blue jeans, tennis shoes, and button-down shirts. That was 
what fit him best and what he felt most comfortable in. 
Sadly, it didn’t garner him any attention from anyone. 


Still, waking up in the arms of a big hairy guy must be a 
sign that he was moving in the right direction. Or maybe 
not. The last thing Micah remembered was being on an 
overnight river trip. They’d eaten supper while sitting 
around a roaring fire and then settled down in their 
individual tents. Had he gotten up in the middle of the night 
and crawled into this man’s tent? 

Again, Micah considered the arm that was slung in front 
of his chest. There wasn’t a single man on the trip who was 
built so massively. The biggest guy had been the river guide 
himself, and he wasn’t nearly this large. Besides, that man 
had dubious hygiene. If Micah was in a tent with him, the 
scent alone would tell him. 

Maybe he really wasn’t awake. That would explain 
everything. Even in his dreams Micah managed not to score. 
Oh, he had plenty of dreams involving his favorite type of 
guy—big, stoic, frantically horny but also with moments of 
great tenderness and compassion—but even in those epic 
fantasies the man never rid him of his virginity. Micah 
figured his dreams never went all the way since he honestly 
had no idea what it would feel like. 

When the man behind him groaned and his arm 
tightened around Micah, pulling him into his hairy chest, he 
realized several things simultaneously. One was that the 
man behind him was becoming aroused. Two was that Micah 
was becoming aroused as well. And three was that the arm 
that had been in front of his chest lifted up, displaying a 
hand that was roughly the size of Micah’s skull. 

While moaning, the owner of the massive hand pressed 
his gigantic paw against Micah’s chest and then slid down 
his body, cupping and feeling him, exploring him, with 
sleepy curiosity. 

Micah didn’t know what to do, so he stayed perfectly still. 
He was terrified and excited for the man to discover that he 
was in his bed. Slowly, so slowly as to be maddening, the 
hand inched toward Micah’s cock. When the man cupped his 
hard prick, he fingered him carefully, like he wasn’t quite 


sure what he was touching. Oh, God. What if the man 
thought he was in bed with a woman? Finding a male in his 
arms and a hard cock in his hand could result in serious 
bodily harm to Micah if not total annihilation. 

Holding his breath, Micah waited for the man to erupt in 
bellowing fury. But he didn’t. The massive hand cupped 
around Micah’s cock and then stroked slowly up and down. 
Micah’s eyes rolled back in his head. He’d touched himself 
plenty of times, but this was so much better. If it was a 
dream, he begged that he wouldn’t wake up until after he’d 
climaxed. 

Faster and firmer the hand at his cock stroked while the 
prick nestled against Micah’s hip grew. Micah’s eyes went 
wide as the man’s already enormous cock grew even bigger. 
Carefully, so as not to wake him, Micah reached around and 
stroked the man’s cock with his trembling fingers. 

“Oh, yeah. Your hand feels so soft.” 

Encouraged by his low and sexy voice, Micah continued 
to touch his prick, stunned when he continued to grow. Good 
God. There wasn’t a single spot on his body where this thing 
would fit. Not comfortably at any rate. There wasn’t enough 
lube in the world to slick him up for this massive— 

“Come here, babe.” The man rolled onto his back and 
took Micah with him. His hairy body ground into Micah’s 
tender back and bottom. “Spread your legs.” 

Terrified to comply but even more afraid not to, Micah 
parted his legs. Up the massive prick came between his 
spread thighs. When he looked down he saw at least several 
inches sticking up. 

“Now clamp your legs tightly together.” 

Micah did as he was told. 

“Ah, yeah. Nice and smooth and—go a little tighter.” 

Doing his best to comply, Micah angled his hips so that 
his bottom pressed more firmly into the man below. 

“That’s good. That’s perfect.” His massive hands grasped 
Micah’s hips and held him steady for a series of slow 
thrusts. “If | was inside your sweet little hole right now, this 


is how good it would feel.” His pace increased. “Each time 
I'd go a little deeper, a little faster, a little harder.” His lazy 
drawl echoed the speed with which his cock sawed in and 
out of the tight space between Micah’s legs. Each time the 
man came up he pushed Micah’s balls out of the way. The 
friction and the sheer sexuality of the man’s movements 
turned Micah on so much he cried out. 

“Am | hurting you?” He ceased all movement and just 
held Micah’s hips. It was clear from the possessive way he 
gripped him that the man had no intention of letting Micah 
go. Yet it was just as clear he had no intention of hurting 
him. 

“Please don’t stop.” Micah couldn’t handle his prick in his 
bottom, but this was as close as he needed to get. The 
Sheer power in the man’s body aroused him beyond 
rationality. 

“Make some noise for me, babe. | want to hear you.” 

With his cock sawing between his clamped legs, he could 
pretend they were fucking, and he made noises to 
punctuate each time the man lifted his hips. 

“That’s so good. Your tiny body feels so fucking good. 
Reach your hand down and stroke your cock. | want you to 
come with me.” 

Micah did as he was told. As soon as he got a fist around 
his prick, he cried out at the unbelievable pleasure of having 
such wild uninhibited sex with a complete stranger. He 
wanted to know who this man was and how they had come 
to be together, but those things seemed like idle curiosities 
right now. It was far more important for them to simply be 
together and please each other. Later he would discover his 
name and what he looked like, but for now he was just the 
man from Micah’s dreams come to life. 

“Tell me how it feels.” His voice was so low it rumbled up 
from his chest, vibrating Micah’s back as it filled his ear. 

“The way your cock rubs that spot below my balls feels 
good.” Micah wasn’t sure what else to Say. 


“Yeah?” The man moved around until his cock was 
angled to hit that sweet spot a little harder. “Better?” 

“Yes. Oh, yes.” Micah stroked himself as he wriggled 
above the man. 

“Make yourself come, babe. | want to feel you get off.” 

Micah rocked his hips in time with the man’s stroking 
cock until he erupted. But the man didn’t stop. He kept right 
on pumping his prick over that sweet spot until Micah came 
again and uttered a cry of total surrender. 

“That’s beautiful. Such sweet music.” 

“But what about you?” Right now Micah felt like he would 
do anything to please him. 

“Reach down, and as my cock slips through your legs, 
wrap your slick fists around it.” 

Micah did, and the man growled as he pumped. 

“Hold on. Fuck, that’s good. Tighten up your legs and 
your hands and—” His pace increased until he was 
frantically fucking between Micah’s legs, the friction of 
which was heating his entire body. The man’s hands held 
onto Micah’s hips, keeping him pinned and steady for more 
and more. Eventually, his cock erupted into Micah’s waiting 
hands. He came in such a copious burst Micah felt a shiver 
of shock race through his body. To feel him do that inside his 
bottom would be incredible. The man’s frantic pace receded 
to a languid series of pumps until his prick gave up the last. 
Finally, the man stopped moving. 

They stayed entwined together as the light that struck 
the tent made the interior brighter and brighter. Micah 
wondered if the other river goers had heard them. Surely 
they had. He’d forgotten all about the others as they’d...His 
mind stumbled over what to call what they’d done. They’d 
had sex but of such an unusual sort he didn’t know what to 
call it. Not that it mattered so much what names they gave 
to things. It was at that precise moment Micah realized he 
didn’t know the man’s name or even what he looked like. 

“Are you Okay? | ask because you just went so tense you 
practically hit the roof of the tent.” 


“I’m okay.” Micah took a deep breath. “Who are you?” 

There was a long beat of silence. “Don’t you remember 
last night?” 

“| remember eating around the campfire with the other 
tourists, and then | remember getting into my tent where | 
could hear the river, but after that I’m drawing a total 
blank.” He didn’t suspect drugs or alcohol because he’d 
never used either and doubted this man had slipped him 
something. 

“River? You mean the Colorado River?” 

“Yes.” Micah had thought it odd that Utah had a river 
named after another state, but the tour guide explained that 
the river was named after the state of its origin. 

“You were on a river trip?” 

“Weren't you?” As they floated down the silt-filled water, 
they’d seen other people in inflatable rafts doing the same 
thing their group was. Had he somehow wandered into 
someone else’s camp? And why couldn’t he hear the river? 
He’d been able to last night. 

“No, | wasn’t on the river.” 

“Why can’t | hear the rapids?” 

“Because the river is about ten miles away from us.” 

Ten miles? Micah’s brain tumbled that distance around in 
his head for a full minute before he asked, “Who are you?” 

“I’m Dillion. Dillion Palmer. We, uh, met yesterday.” 

“How?” 

“I think maybe you’d better sit up. And climb off me. And 
| guess what we just did is going to need some explaining.” 

Micah slid off the man and lunged away. He felt suddenly 
vulnerable and afraid, like if Micah didn’t find the man 
handsome he wasn’t going to let Micah leave. When he 
moved away and found a T-shirt, he yanked it over his head. 
It was so big he could practically wear the thing as a robe. 
But at least he was covered. Holding his breath, he turned 
around. Out came his breath in a startled gasp. 

He was gorgeous. Absolutely, totally, beyond anyone’s 
list of what made a man handsome, this man was literally 


loaded with stunning good looks. His hair was deep, 
chestnut brown, and his eyes were the color of glittering 
emeralds. Scruff from a day of not shaving shadowed his 
cheeks and chin, making him seem harsh, but his lips were 
tilted up into the very beginnings of a smile. 

“So I’m not totally hideous, then?” 

“Not at all.” Micah felt his face turn red as he looked 
away wondering what the hell he looked like after a day in 
the sun and sand of the river. 

“You're beautiful.” 

Up came his gaze to the man’s face. “I am?” No one had 
ever called him anything but cute. 

“You are. Honestly. | think you’re the most beautiful man 
I’ve ever seen.” Dillion reached out as if he would brush his 
fingers through Micah’s hair, but he changed his mind and 
dropped his hand into his lap. His movement drew Micah’s 
gaze to his cock. Even after a gushing release he was still 
semihard and almost terrifyingly big. “Sorry.” He covered 
himself up by putting a pair of folded-up jeans in his lap. 
“Please forgive me. I’d do this so much better if we were 
anywhere but here. So what’s your name?” 

“Micah Grant.” 

“Mica? Like the mineral?” 

“It sounds like that, but it’s spelled differently with an H 
at the end.” 

“It’s beautiful. Just like you.” 

Again Micah blushed. He felt funny being called that, but 
he wasn’t quite sure why. 

“You don’t remember yesterday or last night?” 

“No. Did | come to you?” 

“You sure did.” Dillion’s gaze dropped to where Micah’s 
bottom rested on the floor of the tent. “You’re not hurt?” 

Micah felt his eyebrows climb. “Hurt? Did we...” 

“We did, but not like this.” Dillion sighed and rubbed his 
hand over his face. “Let’s get something to eat and drink.” 
Dillion stretched out his tree-trunk-sized legs and pulled up 
his jeans. 


Micah found himself unable to look away. How in the 
world had he had sex with him and his bottom wasn’t 
aching? Either he was mistaken or—Micah’s heart gave a 
funny little jump in his chest. Or maybe despite his massive 
size he’d been extremely gentle. That was why this morning 
he’d rubbed between Micah’s legs rather than penetrating 
him again. Dillion wanted to make sure Micah was fully 
recovered. 

“You were my first.” The confession tumbled from 
Micah’s mouth before he could stop himself. 

“What?” Dillion left off buttoning up his jeans and instead 
peered at him with such intensity the already small space in 
the tent collapsed to even less. 

“I’ve never done that with anyone.” 

“Not even as a coyote?” 

Micah’s mouth opened, but nothing came out but air. 
What the hell was he talking about? Maybe he meant that 
they’d done it doggy style but didn’t say it that way because 
it was too crass. Following his lead, Micah shook his head. 
“Not even that way.” 

“I’m glad | didn’t hurt you.” Dillion pulled on some socks 
and then some thick-soled hiking boots. “I was so worried 
when you started bleeding.” 

Again Micah worked to cover up his surprise. The urge to 
reach around and touch his bottom was almost 
overwhelming. But surely, if he was injured he would feel it. 
He’d been bouncing his butt up and down on Dillion’s body 
and he hadn’t felt one bit of pain. In fact, all he’d felt was 
incredible pleasure. 

“I’m sorry | don’t have much for you to wear, but maybe 
you'll shift back and you can follow me down that way.” 

“Shift back?” 

“Into your coyote body.” It was a good thing Dillion chose 
that moment to turn over onto his knees and crawl out of 
the tent, because otherwise he would have seen the 
stunned surprise that nothing in the world was going to 
Suppress. 


My coyote body? Holy crap! 
It was just Micah’s luck to find the man of his dreams 
only to discover he was a total lunatic. 


Chapter 3 


Dillion rose to his feet and stretched. Nothing in the 
world made him feel better than a good night’s sleep. The 
fact that he’d indulged in some wicked sex was just an 
added bonus. Remembering the feel of Micah’s tight little 
bottom bouncing up and down as he worked his prick 
between his legs gave him a partial erection. All his worries 
about harming him last night evaporated, but he was still 
disappointed they’d returned to human form. The only good 
thing about that was realizing Micah in human form was a 
perfectly normal male. Apparently, he only had two sex 
organs as a coyote. 

What gave Dillion a shiver was that Micah was truly 
beautiful. If Dillion dared to tell him of his deepest kink, 
Micah would be able to play that game to stunning 
perfection. Not that he was going to rush into that. Not now. 
Maybe not ever. Dillion wasn’t so sure he could handle 
another stunned rejection. 

“You coming out?” Dillion was about to pop his head 
back into the tent when Micah emerged. 

“Oh, shit. Your feet.” Micah would probably be okay in 
camp because here the sand was soft and free of debris, but 
he’d never be able to get down without harming himself. 
“Um, here.” Thinking quickly, Dillion grabbed a pair of socks 
and handed them to him. “I know they aren’t much, but 
they should—” 

“Where are my shoes?” Micah tossed the socks aside 
and glared up at Dillion with those wicked fuchsia eyes of 
his. Dillion had pretty much been around the world and 
back, but he’d never, ever had anyone defy him so easily. 
Most men took one look at his massive size and cowered. 
How was it that a man less than half his weight seemed to 
have no problem glaring at him and demanding answers? 

“You weren’t wearing any,” Dillion offered softly. And 
here he was thinking that since they’d met under such 


incredible circumstances their relationship was going to go 
smoothly. 

“Right.” Micah went back into the tent. Dillion didn’t 
have to see him to know that he was moving all the gear 
around in his determination to find his clothing. “Are you 
telling me | walked ten miles in my bare feet but there’s not 
a scratch on them?” 

“Well, | guess so.” Coyotes had thick pads on their feet, 
just like any canine. Unlike a tender-footed human, dogs 
could handle a pretty rough terrain without injury. 

“Where are my clothes?” 

Dillion didn’t answer because it was starting to sink in 
that Micah really had no memory of the last twenty-four 
hours at all. That meant he didn’t remember being a coyote 
or what Dillion had done to him. In a way, that was good, 
because he feared he had been far too rough with him, but 
in another way that was very, very bad because explaining 
everything that had happened was going to be complicated. 
Dillion’s entire thought process screeched to a halt so 
violently he almost knocked himself sideways. What if that 
wasn’t what happened at all? What if Dillion had just 
imagined the whole thing? That still left the burning 
question of where Micah had come from, but right now he 
needed to make sure his memory was supported by some 
kind of evidence. 

There was one way to reassure himself that what 
happened was real. Dillion looked around his campsite. The 
clothing he’d been wearing yesterday was in a heap right 
where it had fallen away. He knew from the puddle it made 
and the fact that everything was buttoned and zipped that 
he hadn’t shed his clothing normally. His boots had been in 
the tent because yesterday he’d been wearing his far more 
comfortable athletic shoes. He didn’t have to lift the pile of 
clothing to see them as their distinctive outline was visible 
from the top of the pile. Also, his sunglasses were close to 
the pile along with the gun. Beyond where he'd been 
hunkered down there was a messy scuffle of paw prints and 


a clear imprint of where he’d mounted Micah in canine form. 
Dillion breathed a sigh of relief. He wasn’t crazy. But now he 
had to convince Micah. 

“Come out here.” 

Micah poked his head out of the tent flaps. “Why?” 

Damn if he didn’t find his resistance simultaneously 
astounding and irritating. “I want to show you something.” 

Clearly reluctant, Micah came out. The blue T-shirt he 
was wearing went about halfway down his thighs and yet he 
looked so incredibly compelling Dillion wanted to put him 
over his shoulder and take him right back into the tent. 

With his hands on his hips, Micah petulantly asked, 
“What? 

“There.” Dillion pointed to the prints. “You came up here 
as a coyote. You walked right up to me despite the fact that 
| had that gun’—he pointed to the abandoned rifle 
—“oractically in your face.” 

Micah hardly glanced at the jumbled prints. His gaze was 
riveted to the rifle, and his eyes were huge. Quietly, he said, 
“I believe you.” 

Dillion didn’t think he did, but there wasn’t much he 
could do about that. He bent down and retrieved the flask of 
water. After a night out in the cool air it had gotten almost 
icy. He popped it open, took a swig, and then passed the 
bottle over to Micah. 

“Thanks.” He looked up into Dillion’s eyes then lifted the 
bottle to his mouth. For the life of him, Dillion was positive 
that Micah smelled it before he took a drink, but even then 
he took the smallest sip he could. 

“Are you hungry?” 

Micah shook his head, capped the flask, and handed it 
back. 

“| didn’t abduct you.” 

“Right.” 

“You came to me, not the other way around.” Dillion 
realized his voice sounded as defensive as he felt. 

Again, Micah nodded, his gaze riveted to the rifle. 


“God damn it, stop staring at the gun.” Dillion bent over, 
picked it up, ensured the safety was on, and then put it in 
the tent. “I’m not going to shoot you.” 

With the gun out of the way, some of Micah’s spunk 
returned. “Why are you out here with a gun?” 

“I was hunting coyotes.” 

“And | turned into a coyote and walked ten miles to get 
to you.” Micah nodded as he glanced around the area where 
Dillion had set up his camp. 

From this shallow, basin-like place he had a good view of 
the upper foothills but was blocked from the farmhouse 
below. Dillion let out a long-suffering sigh. “Look, Micah. | 
don’t know how to explain everything to you so that you'll 
trust me. However, if you look over that ridge there, you'll 
see there’s a farmhouse and several outbuildings below. | 
know the rancher there, and | think he could help.” 

Tentatively, Micah padded his barefoot way over to the 
ridge. The light blue T-shirt swayed fetchingly around his 
bottom. Damn. He had a perfect tan all over his body. His 
stiff, careful strides made the soft cotton material cup his 
bubble butt, displaying it far better than if he were entirely 
naked. Dillion swallowed hard and did his best to think about 
something else. But he couldn’t. Looking at Micah’s sweet 
little ass had Dillion’s cock rising. Given how tight his jeans 
were, it was going to be totally obvious he was aroused 
when Micah turned around. Desperate to cover up, Dillion 
grabbed his shirt off the ground and tried to hold it casually 
over his erection. 

“Why are you up here hunting coyotes?” 

“It’s a long story.” And I’m never going to be able to tell it 
coherently looking at your bottom. Hastily, Dillion 
unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it on, but he didn’t do it fast 
enough. Micah turned around and looked right at his crotch. 
Just like he had when he’d looked at the gun, his eyes went 
big and he swallowed hard. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

“Right.” Micah nodded, but he stayed where he was. 


“Did | hurt you in the tent this morning?” Dillion had had 
about enough of feeling like a monster. 

Very softly, Micah said, “No.” And then he blushed so 
hard his entire body probably turned red. 

“I’m going to get dressed, and then l'Il take you down 
there.” 

“Like this?” Micah lifted up the edges of the T-shirt, which 
pulled the hem up until Dillion could almost see the tip of his 
cock and balls. Dillion wouldn’t mind a look after what he’d 
felt this morning. Micah had felt utterly smooth and hairless. 
When Micah realized the direction of Dillion’s gaze, he 
yanked the fabric down and pressed his legs tightly 
together. His motion shielded him from Dillion’s hungry 
gaze, but in his mind all he could think of was Micah on his 
chest this morning clamping his legs together as Dillion 
sawed his prick in between. 

Turning away, Dillion said, “If there’s anything else you 
want to wear, help yourself, but the pickings are rather 
Slim.” He’d driven his truck up the backside of the butte as 
far as he could and then hiked the rest of the way. Things 
would have been a lot easier if he’d been able to use the 
ranch as his base of operation, but now he grasped why 
Marshal Roberts had been so adamant that he didn’t want 
hunting on his lands. At first, Dillion figured he was just 
trying to tweak the local sheriff. That was motivation that 
Dillion could understand given he’d never met a more 
homophobic gasbag in his entire life. But now it seemed 
that Marshal had just been trying to protect his coyote- 
shifting men. 

Dillion started to gather his gear so he could pack 
everything up into his backpack. He figured the best thing to 
do was to take Micah down to the ranch, leave him there as 
he returned here, and then he would take all his gear back 
to his truck, and then drive around the long way to pick up 
Micah. Since he now realized exactly what he was hunting, 
he had to work with Marshal to figure a way out of this 
mess. The last thing Dillion wanted to do was kill a shifter by 


accident. Just remembering his urge to shoot Micah 
yesterday made him feel queasy. If he hadn’t been thinking, 
God only knew what he would have done. The very idea that 
he could have shot his mate put his entire career with 
Wildlife Services under suspicion. Had he unknowingly 
trapped or killed other shifters? The thought made him 
settle slowly to his haunches. After this he was going to 
have to find another job. He’d probably never be able to pull 
the trigger again. 

Once he had all the gear in a mound, he thought he’d 
give Micah a last look at the few items of clothing he had. 
Maybe he could wear his shorts if they made a belt out of 
some rope. 

“Micah?” Dillion stood and did a three-sixty of the camp, 
but he didn’t see Micah anywhere. For a split second, he 
wondered if he really had made everything up in his mind, 
but then he saw Micah’s delicate footprints in the sand. 
When he went to the ridge and looked below, he discovered 
Micah climbing down the foothill of the butte as fast as he 
could in his bare feet. “Fuck.” 

Micah heard him and turned. When he realized Dillion 
was coming down after him, he sped up. For a small man, 
he moved with shocking speed and agility. His movements 
echoed the loping grace of a mountain goat. What worried 
Dillion was the fact that, beyond the cactus and goat-head 
stickers scattered throughout the landscape like an obstacle 
course, there were scorpions. It wasn’t called Scorpion 
County for nothing. Since he was going to be hiking around, 
he’d put on his thick boots with the extended shank that 
covered his ankles. Some of the little monsters were black 
and stood out against the red-and-beige sand, but some of 
them were the same tan color as the dirt. People and 
animals often didn’t see them until they were right on top of 
them. A sting wasn’t necessarily deadly, but it sure as hell 
wasn’t pleasant. 

“Micah, please stop!” 


This only spurred him on. Dillion gave chase and then 
realized he was leaving a loaded weapon unattended at his 
camp. It was unlikely there was anyone around to steal it, 
but unlikely didn’t mean impossible. The gun was registered 
to him through Wildlife Services. Just because he was 
thinking of getting another job didn’t mean he’d want 
having a stolen weapon on his head. Any job afterward 
would be dubious about his reliability. As determined as he 
was to protect Micah from his own damn foolishness, he also 
felt a responsibility to his employer. Calculating the odds of 
Micah getting hurt versus someone coming upon the 
weapon, he returned to camp. 

The rifle was right where he’d left it. Working quickly, he 
emptied the weapon then realized climbing down the hill 
after his mate with a gun in his hand was not going to 
reassure him. Dillion secured the weapon to his backpack, 
hefted it up onto his body, and then followed Micah down. 
Thank God the sun was only starting to climb. He checked 
his watch and realized it was barely six in the morning. 
Hopefully, the ranch hands were early risers. Waking them 
up and then involving them in a big dose of drama wasn’t 
likely to start their relationship out on a good foot. 
Especially not when Marshal realized who Dillion was and 
who he worked for. All Dillion could hope for was that 
Marshal would listen before slamming the door in his face. 

Since Dillion was carrying about fifty pounds of gear, he 
was much slower than Micah even though Micah was 
barefoot. Realizing he wasn’t going to catch up unless he 
dropped some weight, Dillion flung his backpack off and 
charged toward Micah. Even moving as quickly as he could, 
Dillion watched in horror as Micah ran up to the farmhouse 
door, and then pounded for all he was worth while 
screaming for help. 


Chapter 4 


“Please! Open the door! There’s a crazy man after me!” 
Micah knew it was rude to open a door without permission, 
but Dillion was only a few yards behind him. He’d dropped 
his backpack and was now running toward him at top speed. 
For a big man, he moved so fast he was almost a blur. 
Terrified, Micah twisted the doorknob. When it moved under 
his hand, he darted inside, slammed the door, and then 
scrabbled frantically for the lock. He found it just as he 
heard Dillion take two bounding steps onto the porch. His 
weight was so massive Micah swore he felt the entire 
farmhouse shake. And then everything went silent. For a 
long moment, all Micah could hear was his own pounding 
heart and his rapid breathing. 

Terrified, Micah stepped back from the door and 
plastered his hand to his chest. No matter how thick the 
front door was, a man like Dillion could probably kick it down 
with one well-placed blast. Micah remembered lying on top 
of him this morning and feeling nothing but muscle below 
his backside. If there was any flab on the man, he was 
hiding it well. 

“Who are you?” 

Micah squeaked and spun. Standing in a hallway with the 
light behind his head making his hair glow almost like a halo 
stood a man with a sweetly open face, handfuls of curly 
brown hair, and the warmest cinnamon-brown eyes Micah 
had ever seen. Oddly, this man didn’t seem so shocked to 
see him standing in the hallway dressed in such a curious 
way. He seemed far more worried that Micah was obviously 
upset. 

“Please help me.” Micah was horrified at his disheveled 
state and mortified to be wearing only an extremely large T- 
Shirt, but there wasn’t anything to be done about that now. 

“How can | help you?” He took a step closer, and the 
comforting smell of bread, potatoes, and coffee clung to 


him, calming Micah despite his genuine fear. In his large 
hands he held a dishrag. 

Micah looked back at the door and the man followed his 
gaze, frowning. 

As if summoned, Dillion tapped lightly on the door and 
called, “Micah?” Obviously, he was being careful to keep his 
voice low and normal so he wouldn’t arouse suspicion. 
“Please let me explain.” 

“I don’t want an explanation. | want you to leave me 
alone!” By contrast, Micah’s voice was so high and 
hysterical it hurt his own ears to hear it. He was shaking all 
over and genuinely afraid that Dillion would convince this 
nice man that he wasn’t crazy. If Dillion managed that, then 
this kind man who smelled like home cooking would look the 
other way as Dillion tossed Micah over his shoulder and took 
him back to his camp. Micah couldn’t even imagine what 
Dillion would do to him if he got his hands on him again. Not 
that he’d forced him to do what they’d done in the tent this 
morning. To be fair, Micah had to admit that had been 
wickedly sexy and uniquely pleasurable, but he didn’t 
believe Dillion—if that was even his real name—for a second 
about how Micah had come to him. 

“Please.” Dillion’s weary voice actually touched Micah 
and made him feel sharply guilty. “I’m sorry if | scared you. | 
didn’t mean to.” He sounded genuinely apologetic. 

“What the hell is going on, Cassidy?” 

Micah looked to the top of the wide staircase and saw a 
man who was as big as Dillion. His hair was short and black, 
and he had the scruff of a man who hadn’t shaved yet, but 
he didn’t look cruel with the added shadows. Not with his 
beautifully bright turquoise eyes. His chest was hairless but 
so riddled with muscles Micah could practically feel them 
from where he stood twenty feet away. His arms were as big 
as Micah’s thighs and the jeans that covered his lower body 
clung like a promise and a prayer. All Micah’s fear was swept 
away when he saw his savior. Between this giant and the 


man with the curly hair, Micah figured he had to be safe. No 
way could Dillion take down both of them. 

His brief burst of relief faded when he remembered that 
Dillion had a gun. Before Micah could warn them that Dillion 
was armed, the man who smelled like food—Cassidy—spoke 
to the giant on the stairs. 

“Sorry, Marshal. I’m trying to figure out what the hell is 
going on myself.” 

The big man on the stairs—Marshal—took one look at 
Micah and said, “Ah. Another mate. Who does he belong 
to?” 

Micah’s eyes went so wide so fast he was stunned they 
didn’t fall right out of his head. “I belong to me! Me!” He 
thumped his chest for emphasis and then realized he was 
trapped with Dillion on one side of the door and another big, 
crazy man on the other side. For all he could tell, he’d 
jumped from the frying pan right into the fire. 

“Whoa, calm down.” Marshal lifted his massive hands in 
a calming gesture that only amped Micah up another 
degree. “You belong to you. No question. | just want to make 
Sure you get to your rightful mate, okay? You’ve shifted 
already, right?” 

“| don’t belong to a mate. | belong to me!” Marshal was 
talking the same line of crazy talk that Dillion had been 
spewing. Mates and shifting and none of it explained how 
he’d gone from a perfectly safe tourist river trip into a clutch 
of nuts—very hot and hunky nuts but still a bunch of crazies 
—who believed in all kinds of nonsense. 

“Are you a coyote-shifter?” Micah asked Marshal. Asking 
him seemed the best way to find out just how crazy this 
man was. 

“Lam.” 
Micah backed away from him and Cassidy. “I just want to 
go.” 

“Okay.” Cassidy tossed the faded dishrag over his 
shoulder then reached out his hand. “I swear | won’t hurt 
you.” 


Micah considered the door where Dillion was, the stairs 
where Marshal was, and the hallway where Cassidy was. He 
darted his gaze around the rest of the dimly lit house and 
didn’t see another exit. But just because he couldn’t see it 
didn’t mean there wasn’t one. Calculating quickly, he 
decided he was too small to fight any of the men who 
blocked the obvious places to go, so he spun on his bare 
feet and ran into the room adjacent to the foyer. 

Micah quickly realized it was a parlor with some 
bookcases, couches, and chairs. When he saw a door off the 
back, he ran to it. He went down a short hallway and then 
into the kitchen. The man with the dishrag was right behind 
him since he’d come down the other hallway. Terrified, 
Micah kept right on running away from him. At another 
hallway he turned right, and there at the far end was 
another door. He hit it running full speed. Thankfully, it 
opened or he probably would have knocked himself out. 

When Micah found himself outside, he ran as fast as he 
could away from the farmhouse. His feet were killing him, 
but he knew if he didn’t get away now he was never going 
to be free of these crazy people. Who in the world would 
have ever believed that there could be that many people all 
Sharing the same delusion? As Micah continued to run, he 
noticed that his feet didn’t hurt nearly as badly as they had 
before. Moreover, he seemed to have more speed. And 
oddly, he seemed much lower to the ground. 

Behind him he heard a growl, and he tried to run even 
faster than he had before. He wasn’t sure who was behind 
him, but he was fairly certain it was Dillion. That growl 
sounded very similar to the noise he’d made this morning 
when they’d been fooling around in the tent. Just the quick 
thought of that excited Micah. To his shock, he realized his 
cock was getting hard and felt very oddly placed on his 
body. When he looked down he saw two blond paws. 
Startled, he stumbled and cost himself his slim lead. Behind 
him, he heard heavy panting and deep growls that 
frightened yet excited him. 


Micah realized he had shifted into a coyote, just as Dillion 
said he could. He was stunned by his ability and had no idea 
how it had happened or how to control it. What had drawn 
him to Dillion? What had caused him to shift now? When he 
allowed himself to feel his body he’d never felt freer. As he 
ran he created a wind that whipped over his fur, making him 
aware of every inch of his form. Strong scents filled his 
lungs from his panting breath, and he knew precisely when 
his mate had caught up to him because he could smell him. 

Dillion lunged for him, and Micah stepped aside then 
spun sharply, facing him. 

Dillion was beautiful. His sleek brown coat glistened in 
the sunrise, and his eyes were the same deep emerald color 
as they had been when he was human. His dark red tongue 
lolled out of his mouth as he panted. 

Micah felt a compulsion to surrender to him but wasn’t 
sure how to do that. Instincts took over, and he found 
himself dropping his head and lifting his bottom. 

Dillion growled and then grasped him by the scruff of his 
neck. In a flash, he mounted him. Micah was so shocked and 
aroused he didn’t move as Dillion slammed his cock inside. 
Expecting a roar of pain, Micah was blindsided by nothing 
but sheer pleasure. Dillion’s prick slid inside him effortlessly. 
In his ear, he heard Dillion grunting as he franticly fucked 
him. Never in his life had he thought his first time would be 
anything like this. All his fantasies were weak tea compared 
to the reality of his mate’s powerful thrusts. 

Dillion’s grip on his neck didn’t hurt, but it was clear he 
wasn’t letting go until he was done. His brutal thrusts 
increased, causing Micah to lift his bottom higher. 
Submissively, he whined, eliciting a growl of pure 
dominance. To his shock he came, clamping down around 
Dillion’s prick. 

Snarling in his ear, Dillion thrust twice more and then 
climaxed while lifting his head and letting out a howl that 
echoed off the walls of the buttes. 


If he had the ability to laugh, Micah would have chuckled 
ruefully. It seemed Dillion wasn’t crazy after all and they had 
solved the issue of exactly whose mate Micah was. He 
belonged to Dillion, and that was that. He had a feeling if he 
ever needed a refresher course, Dillion would be more than 
happy to instruct him. Moreover, Micah realized that he had 
indeed done this yesterday with Dillion. The memory was 
fuzzy, but there, and he’d been just as willing then as he 
was now. He felt terrible for running from Dillion and 
thinking he’d abducted him when it was clear Micah had 
traveled a great distance to find him. 

Dillion licked at Micah’s face as if to comfort him, so 
Micah licked back. Carefully, using his big paws to cradle 
him close, Dillion rolled to his side, taking Micah with him. 
They lay together with Dillion’s swollen cock buried inside 
and still shivering as he continued to pump more inside 
Micah. It was the rawness of their sexual encounter that 
stunned and delighted him. Hundreds of times Micah had 
imagined his first time, and it had never—no matter how 
bizarre his fantasies got—been anything remotely like this. 

But as he lay there, he wondered when and how his first 
time as a human would be. Like he’d thought earlier in the 
tent, he didn’t think there was enough lube in the world to 
make him ready for Dillion’s huge prick. He wasn’t sure 
what had made him ready for Dillion in coyote form. Was it 
the chase? The fear and excitement had caused his blood to 
pound and all his senses to sharpen. But that couldn’t be 
right. He was wet. How in the world had he lubed up his 
bottom? Tensing his muscles, Micah realized that Dillion 
wasn’t buried in his ass. He was lower. When he realized 
where his prick was, Micah inadvertently shivered, causing 
Dillion to groan and flick his hips. 

Micah felt a moment of panic when he realized he was a 
girl coyote. What if Dillion impregnated him? Would he be 
pregnant as a human, too? But wait, when he’d been 
running he'd felt his cock swaying and bobbing. Did he have 
both sex organs? God, what in the world was he? 


As if he sensed his confusion, Dillion hugged him more 
tightly with his powerful forelegs. Micah relaxed against him 
because there wasn’t anything he could do just now. He’d 
have to wait until he was separated from Dillion to try to 
look at himself. He hadn’t taken stock of himself this 
morning, but after what he’d done with Dillion in the tent, he 
at least didn’t have female organs when he was human. At 
least he wasn’t a total freak. Or maybe being dually blessed 
was the norm for their kind. For all he knew, Dillion in coyote 
form had both sets of sex organs. 

After a long time, Dillion’s knot receded and his cock 
slipped out. Micah was now glad that he was female there, 
otherwise he’d be raw. A sharp burst of scent assaulted him, 
and he knew in an instant it was the rich, coppery smell of 
blood. Was he bleeding? Lowering his head between his 
legs, Micah did his best to examine himself. 

Dillion whimpered and lowered his head as if he was 
sorry for hurting him. Micah looked up at him and shook his 
head. He wasn’t hurt, but he did seem to be bleeding. 
Maybe it had something to do with his cycle or something. 
He knew human women had periods, so maybe coyotes did, 
too. As soon as he returned to human, he was going to get 
his hands on a computer and do six straight hours of 
research. 

“Did | hurt you?” 

Micah looked up into Dillion’s tortured eyes. He had 
shifted back to human while Micah was still a coyote. Dillion 
extended his hand and carefully brushed a path over 
Micah’s side. 

“I’m going to pick you up, okay? | know Marshal has a 
vet. | want him to look, so don’t shift back, okay?” 

Micah nodded, but he wasn’t so sure he could keep his 
current form. He wasn’t sure what shifted him into this body 
in the first place, so he had no idea what would send him 
back to human. 

Dillion scooped him up and then carried him across the 
hard scrabble they’d recently flown through. Micah realized 


that Dillion was buck naked and didn’t seem to care. Given 
his awesome form, he had nothing to be worried about. 
Micah just hoped all the men of the ranch realized Dillion 
was totally taken. Again he wished he had the ability to 
chuckle. Just an hour ago he’d been desperate to get away 
from Dillion, and now he wanted to put his brand on him and 
mark him as taken. He hoped everyone forgave him for his 
insanity and apparent fickleness. 

“l'm not mad at you, you know.” 

Micah looked up and found Dillion smiling down at him. 

“I know you were just afraid. It was a lot to take in all at 
once. But | hope you know | will stand by you no matter 
what.” Dillion kissed his forehead very softly. “I will always 
take care of you no matter what happens.” 

Micah wondered what could possibly happen. Now that 
they’d found each other, the rest should be easy. Then 
again, given the confusion they’d already had, maybe a 
smooth ride wasn’t a part of their destiny at all. 

On the way back to the farmhouse, Dillion retrieved his 
clothing and the T-shirt that Micah had been wearing. 
Apparently, when he shifted it peeled off like a banana skin. 

“PIL get you something to wear. I’m sure Marshal has 
something you can borrow.” 

Marshal was standing on the back porch, grinning as 
they approached. “I guess that’s one way to convince him 
he can shift and he’s your mate. Who knew a hunter for 
Wildlife Services could be so efficient?” 

Dillion laughed. “I didn’t want to waste any more time 
trying to explain.” 

“Why hasn’t he shifted back?” Marshal asked. 

“I think there’s a problem.” 

Marshal’s casual posture turned stiff. “Is he hurt?” 

“No. Yes. | don’t know. Do you have a vet?” 

“Dooley. Come on in and don’t worry about bringing 
Micah in. We’re pretty casual around here.” 

Dillion followed Marshal inside and they settled in the 
front room. Dillion put Micah on the floor and then dressed 


himself. 

“This is Dooley. Dooley, this is Dillion.” 

They nodded and shook hands. 

Dooley was dressed casually in a T-shirt and jeans. His 
feet were bare, and he exuded a gentle spirit that calmed 
Micah instantly. 

“So what’s up?” Dooley asked. 

“He’s bleeding.” 

Dooley turned on the overhead light and then lifted 
Micah’s tail. 

Micah felt a flush of embarrassment to have three grown 
men all examining his backside. His weird and unique 
backside. Dooley didn’t make any comments as he pressed 
here and there and asked Micah to woof if anything hurt. 
The only reaction he was getting was a bit of an erection at 
the tender touches of Dooley around his genitals. It was 
curious how a stroke against his female parts caused a 
reaction in his penis. 

“Is that, um, like your mate’s?” Dillion stammered. 

Micah was actually relieved to have him ask that 
question because he certainly didn’t want to voice it when 
he was human. 

“You mean the fact that he’s both male and female?” 
Dooley stroked his finger over Micah’s leg. “He’s perfectly 
normal.” 

“He is?” Marshal looked from Micah then up toward the 
ceiling. 

“You didn’t notice that Elliot is the same?” Dooley 
chuckled lightly. 

“I guess not.” Marshal flushed a little. 

“You were in such a hurry to bury yourself in your mate 
you didn’t even /ook?” 

“Screw you, Dooley. You have no idea how compelling 
that need is.” 

“True enough.” Dooley patted Micah’s hip. “Someday my 
mate will come, but | swear | will slow down enough to 
actually check him out before | pound him simple.” 


“Smarty.” Marshal slapped Dooley’s back. “So what’s 
with the bleeding?” 

“Well, given what’s been going on with everyone around 
here but me,” Dooley said pointedly, “I’ve been educating 
myself on coyotes. Like the fact that they have a similar 
heat cycle to domesticated canines. They will bleed a bit 
during proestrus and their vulva will swell.” Dooley stroked 
his educated finger over Micah’s vulva, eliciting another 
Shiver of pleasure. “Now, unlike regular dogs, I’m assuming 
your mate actually wanted to mate.” 

“Um. Yeah. | think so.” Dillion glanced at Micah, and 
Micah nodded, hoping to dispel any idea he had that their 
lust wasn’t mutual. It had been very, very reciprocated. 

“After about of week of that stage, he’ll enter estrus 
when he—and believe me, it’s odd for me to say he when 
discussing pregnancy—will be fertile.” 

“And what happens if | impregnate him?” Dillion’s hand 
trembled as he reached out and stroked Micah’s hip. 

“That | don’t know. A normal male coyote’s sperm count 
is low most of the time. It goes high during mating season, 
but again, | don’t know if that’s true for the male coyotes of 
Shifters since | haven’t sampled anyone.” Dooley gave 
Dillion a measuring glance. “If you’d ever like to find out, let 
me know. It’s actually a fairly common procedure as owners 
of stud dogs send their semen all over the world rather than 
sending the animal. Besides, it could be fun.” 

“I'll keep it in mind.” Dillion laughed uneasily while Micah 
tried to figure out how Dooley would test him. Once he 
realized Dooley would have to manually stimulate Dillion, he 
realized why Dillion was perturbed about the idea. 

“I'd like a sample from both your forms. Human and 
coyote,” Dooley said, his face utterly clear of any 
embarrassment. 

Dillion looked doubly uncomfortable. 

“Hey, it’s all in the name of science.” 

“Or maybe you just want to jack off a coyote.” Marshal 
laughed. 


“I’m willing to do what I have to do to find answers.” 
Thankfully, Dooley left off his inspection of Micah because 
had he continued he might have gotten a sample right now. 
“Since you’re the first to notice that the beta mates of the 
pair are simultaneous hermaphrodites, | would like to run 
some tests.” 

“Like what?” When Dillion asked he actually stepped 
back about half a step, like he was afraid Dooley would try 
to get a sample from him right here in Marshal’s living room. 

“Well, if Micah isn’t as squeamish as you, | could maybe 
get a sperm sample from him. Usually, hermaphrodites are 
sterile.” 

“I thought it was a myth that people could have both 
male and female sex organs?” Marshal gave Micah a 
questioning look. 

“Lower forms of life like some fish, snails, or flowers can 
have both sexual organs, but in humans it’s very rare. When 
it does happen, usually both organs are not fully developed, 
so the creature is completely sterile. I’m guessing that’s not 
the case with our beta shifters, but | can’t know unless | run 
some tests.” 

“So Micah might be sterile?” Dillion sounded devastated. 

“That’s what I'd like to find out.” Dooley smiled at Micah 
and tilted his head. “I imagine you'd like to know, too, huh?” 

Micah nodded with a confused kind of wonder. He 
honestly didn’t know how he wanted such a test to turn out. 
If he could become pregnant, what did that mean for him 
and carrying his pups? Would they be shifters, or would they 
be coyotes? If he couldn’t have babies—whatever kind of 
babies he could have—would Dillion be truly distraught? 
Either way, whether they could or they couldn’t, only 
sparked far more pressing questions. 


Chapter 5 


“Are you Okay?” Dillion was alone with Micah, so he could 
shift back and have some privacy to dress in the clothing 
Marshal provided. Although after having everyone looking at 
his curious backside, he probably wasn’t that worried about 
modesty. 

Micah nodded but seemed lost in thought. 

“At least we can find out from someone who won't blab 
all over town.” 

“Yeah.” Micah pulled the T-shirt over his head. The icy- 
pink color complemented his eyes beautifully. The jeans 
didn’t fit quite right, but that was hardly a big deal right 
now. 

“Please tell me what’s wrong.” 

Micah shrugged and then just stood there with his head 
down. “What the hell am 1?” 

“My mate.” Dillion moved toward him to embrace him, 
but Micah stepped away. 

“Beyond that. I’m some coyote-shifting freak who might 
get pregnant, and then what the hell would | have?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Would they be human? Would they be regular coyotes? 
Shifters? Weirdo creatures with two sets of genitals like 
me?” 

“You're not a weirdo.” Dillion didn’t let him step away 
this time. He wrapped his arms around Micah and held him 
tight to his chest. “You’re beautiful, and you’re just the way 
you should be.” 

Micah resisted for a moment then sagged in Dillion’s 
arms. “I’m afraid.” 

“Me, too.” 

Flashing him a dubious look, Micah asked, “You are?” 

“I am. You’re not in this alone. | have all those same 
questions.” Dillion nuzzled Micah’s soft butterscotch hair. 
“We'll find out the answers together. We won’t do anything 
unless we’re both sure.” 


“We haven’t shown any restraint so far,” Micah pointed 
out. 

“Well, that’s in coyote form. Maybe we shouldn’t shift 
until we know.” Now all Dillion had to do was figure out a 
way to keep his hands off Micah while they were both 
human. Eventually, though, he was going to have to explain 
why he was avoiding intercourse. And maybe after that he 
could explain about his other curious need. Or maybe not. 
How much could Micah carry on his slender shoulders before 
he collapsed completely? 

“Thank you.” Micah turned in his arms, leaned up, and 
kissed him. 

His lips were unbelievably soft and trembled ever so 
Slightly against Dillion’s mouth. It was shyly sweet and 
caused a surge of protective feelings to tighten Dillion’s 
entire body. He became even more determined to guard his 
tiny mate from his all-consuming lust. Micah squirmed 
against him, his firm belly rubbing against Dillion’s cock, 
making him harden so fast he swore he almost felt dizzy 
when all the blood in his brain rushed to his hips. 

“You realize that’s our first kiss?” Dillion asked, pulling 
back a bit, desperate to put some distance between them 
until he could calm down. 

“You didn’t kiss me last night?” 

“I licked your mouth. | guess that’s a coyote kiss.” 

Micah giggled. “So now we need to do the rest as 
humans.” 

“The rest?” 

Micah lifted his brows and then blushed. 

“Oh. Right.” Dillion cupped Micah’s bubble butt into his 
palms. They fit so perfectly he knew they were truly made 
for one another. “Have you ever...” 

“No.” Micah stroked his fingers over Dillion’s chest. “I’m 
not even going to ask if you have because I’m sure you 
have.” 

“I have.” Dillion left it at that. “But let’s not rush into 
anything.” 


“Well, | wasn’t planning on doing anything right here and 
right now.” Micah wrapped his arms around Dillion’s chest 
and squeezed. “But maybe tonight.” 

“Tonight?” Dillion’s mind raced. 

“According to Dooley, when we’ve mated in both forms 
we'll be able to mentally communicate with one another.” 
Micah had pulled Dooley aside after he’d shifted to ask him 
some questions in private. Dillion had wondered what he’d 
asked, but it seemed like he’d just asked him basic 
questions and maybe set up a time to do those tests. As 
much as Dillion wanted to know, he didn’t want to pry. 

“So it’s kind of like mind reading?” 

“Kinda. From what he’s been told, you just think your 
thoughts at the other person. He says Marshal and the 
others patrol, and that’s how they communicate.” 

As fascinating as Dillion found the idea of mental 
communication, he was still afraid that he wouldn’t be able 
to restrain himself with Micah. So far he hadn’t managed to 
show one ounce of self-control. If he lost it with Micah in 
human form, he could seriously hurt him. All his lovers had 
been smaller than him, but not one of them had been as 
Small as Micah. He was so damn tiny he made Dillion feel 
massive. One hard thrust into his bottom could literally rip 
him, and then they’d never work as a couple. The very idea 
terrified Dillion. Even if he went as slowly as he could, he 
just didn’t see how in the world they would fit together. 

“Are you going to go and talk to Marshal about the 
coyote hunting?” 

“I really need to. And then | need to retrieve my gear and 
the truck.” Dillion calculated how much money was in his 
checking account. Quitting his job wasn’t going to be easy 
financially, but he just didn’t see how he could continue to 
be effective knowing what he knew now. “Do you want to 
come with me?” 

“Not really. After | call the company that | got the river 
package from to let them know I’m all right, | was going to 


go talk to Marshal’s mate, Elliot.” Micah flashed Dillion a 
lusty grin. “I was hoping to get some pointers.” 

“On?” 

“How he handles a big mate.” 

Dillion’s brows rose but with pleasure rather than 
surprise. That his mate had the same concern he did meant 
that he could be honest. “I think that would be a good idea 
as l’ve never been with anyone as small as you.” Dillion 
leaned closer and whispered, “I was terrified of hurting 
you.” 

“You wouldn’t have.” Micah sound absolutely convinced. 
Micah kissed him then stepped away. “Go talk to Marshal 
while | make a call and then pick his mate’s brain.” 

Relieved that they were on the same wavelength, Dillion 
went into the kitchen where Marshal was sitting sipping 
coffee while his cook, Cassidy, was prepping breakfast for 
an army. 

“So you’re the sharpshooter.” Marshal grinned behind his 
cup. “What a rich irony.” 

“Yeah.” Dillion settled at the table. 

“Coffee?” Cassidy asked. 

“Please.” 

“Cream, sugar?” 

“No, thanks.” Dillion took a long, blessed sip of the best 
coffee he’d had in ages. “Thank you.” 

“Welcome.” Cassidy returned to mixing something in a 
large bowl. From the look of the runny batter, Dillion was 
guessing it was for pancakes. 

“I wasn’t real keen on this assignment to begin with, not 
when | heard there was friction with the very rancher we 
were supposedly trying to help.” Dillion sighed. “Usually, the 
rancher is the most vocal person demanding assistance.” 

“And now you can see why | didn’t want help.” 

Dillion nodded. “At first | just thought you wanted to 
tweak that homophobic windbag sheriff.” 

“That was just a bonus.” Marshal laughed. 


“Now we have to figure out what the hell we’re going to 
do.” 

“Do?” 

“They want to see a body. | don’t want to give them 
one.” Dillion took a long sip of his coffee. “After what’s 
happened, I’m turning in my walking papers.” 

“Wait, what?” Marshal set his cup down and leaned 
closer. “You can’t quit now.” 

“Well, | sure as hell can’t be out in the hills hunting your 
men, now, can |?” 

“What would be better—a man like you who won’t shoot 
them or some gun-happy moron who shoots first and asks 
questions later and an innocent man ends up dead?” 

Dillion frowned, but his mind was made up. “I can’t sit 
out there twiddling my thumbs while I’m getting paid. I’m 
not that kind of man.” Dillion earned his money by working. 
As much as he wanted to protect the shifters on the ranch, 
he wasn’t going to rip off anyone—even a governmental 
agency. “| do have morals.” 

“But this is literally life or death for my men.” Marshal 
seemed to be amping up the more he was denied what he 
wanted. 

“Then you have a problem that | can’t solve for you.” 
Dillion wasn’t even going to ask which of his men was 
responsible for the death of the two men found near the 
Rough River because he couldn’t tell someone else if he 
didn’t know. “I want to help. Believe me | do, but not that 
way.” 

Marshal uttered an exasperated sigh as he settled back. 

“There has to be another way rather than me becoming 
your puppet.” 

“My puppet?” Marshal crossed his arms over his chest, 
and his glare could have stripped the paint off a wall. 

“Maybe | should rephrase that.” Dillion realized he was 
only making a bad situation worse. “I didn’t mean to say 
you'd be pulling my strings, just that | can’t take their 


money under false pretenses. An honest day’s work for an 
honest day’s pay. It’s not right otherwise.” 

“He has a point,” Cassidy said as he came over and 
refilled their coffee cups. “He doesn’t want to become our 
Winston.” 

“I suppose so.” Marshal didn’t sound pleased, and at 
Dillion’s curious look he hastily explained, “Winston came on 
guns blazing when he joined the hands at the ranch. He 
wanted to help here, there, and everywhere but just 
couldn’t because he was sick, sore, or possessed of some 
dubious ailment.” 

“Quite the character,” Cassidy said. “And | understand 
that you don’t want to be that way.” 

“Thank you.” Dillion was relieved he didn’t have to 
explain the details. 

“There has to be some way he could help,” Marshal said 
to Cassidy. “Do you have any ideas?” 

“I honestly don’t know.” Dillion would be happy to help 
but not the way Marshal was suggesting. 

“That’s why you staying on with Wildlife Services would 
be a benefit. And Micah could stay here where he’s safe.” 

“I can protect my own mate.” Dillion bristled. 

“| didn’t say you couldn't, just that it would be a mutually 
beneficial situation if you continued to work for Wildlife 
Services.” 

Dillion wasn’t going to rehash his stance on that, and he 
also wasn’t going to explain why he believed in a full day’s 
work for a full day’s pay. No one needed to know about his 
father and how he’d lived his entire adult life sucking off the 
public teat. Dillion couldn’t recall a single time when his 
father had a real job. He’d always had a scam or a scheme 
that was going to get him rich fast. Not a single one of them 
came to fruition. But there was always some doctor willing 
to take a little money here and a little money there to fake 
injuries so Dillion’s father could continue to draw social 
security for his various disabilities. One of Dillion’s most 
hated chores had been having to go to the local food bank 
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to get supplies for the family when he knew damn good and 
well his father was capable of working. 

After Dillion’s long silence, Marshal cleared his throat and 
said, “But since that isn’t possible, we'll have to come up 
with something else.” Marshal considered his coffee cup. 
“What if we gave them a body?” 

All the hair at the nape of Dillion’s neck stiffened. He 
realized he and Micah were essentially interlopers on 
Marshal’s ranch. What if he imprisoned them, waited for 
them to shift, and then shot them? But why shoot two when 
all they really needed was one big coyote? No doubt one of 
Marshal’s men would love to have Micah as a mate, whether 
Micah was willing or not. 

“For Pete’s sake! The look on your face. I’m not planning 
to use your body!” Marshal laughed loud and long. “Just 
what kind of stories did Kingsley tell you about me?” 

“Kingsley?” 

“The homophobic sheriff of Scorpion County.” 

“He did not speak highly of you.” And given how touchy 
their interactions had been so far, Dillion had no desire to 
repeat what Kingsley had said about Marshal. 

“I can only imagine what you must think of us after 
Dooley offered to jack you off and me saying we need to 
find a body to get Wildlife Services off the ranch’s back.” 

“Im thinking you’re pretty much like everyone else, 
really.” Dillion had met a lot of people in his travels and no 
matter how unique they thought they were they were still 
pretty much like human beings everywhere. “Well, except 
for the shifting angle.” 

“Yeah. You know, you’re welcome to live out here.” 

“What?” Dillion couldn’t have been more surprised. They 
clearly didn’t get along and yet here the man was offering 
him a place to live. 

“I think there’s a reason this is happening in, on, or near 
my ranch. | think this should be a safe haven for our kind. 
That’s why | wanted you to stay working for Wildlife 
Services.” Marshal lifted his hand before Dillion could 


protest. “But | understand you can’t take money for not 
working. As much as it irritates me because it messes with 
my goals, | respect your choice.” 

Dillion nodded that at least they’d gotten that out of the 
way. “But you’d still want me to live out here?” 

“Better here where you can be yourselves than in town 
where you never know what might happen between crazy 
residents with guns or idiots with cars and—well, there’s just 
a lot more danger for our kind in the city than there is out 
here.” 

“That’s true.” Dillion considered. “But what would | do 
out here?” 

“Well, what do you know how to do?” 

“I know how to shoot things.” Dillion left it at that. He 
really didn’t want to discuss his military career. He was 
proud to have served his country, but he wanted those 
memories to stay firmly in his past. 

“Not a lot of call for that.” Marshal considered. “The 
present issue notwithstanding.” 

“Right.” 

“Can you cook?” Cassidy asked. 

“You looking to retire?” The look on Marshal’s face clearly 
showed he’d be devastated if Cassidy left. 

“No, but if we keep adding mates, I’m going to need 

help.” 
“I’m probably not going to be much use to you unless 
you want me to reheat things in a microwave.” Dillion was a 
firm believer in eating out rather than cooking at home. 
That way he could have whatever he wanted with no pesky 
cleanup. “That’s about the extent of my cooking skills.” 

“What about Micah?” 

“| don’t know.” It dawned on Dillion that he really didn’t 
know Micah at all. Where was he from? Why was he on that 
river trip? “I guess we’d better decide where we're going to 
go and what we’re going to do.” Dillion met Marshal’s 
turquoise gaze. “I can’t say yes about staying here until | 
ask Micah what he wants to do.” 


A slow smile spread over Marshal’s face. 

“What?” 

“You're a good man.” 

“lam?” 

“Any man who refuses to dictate to his mate is a good 
man in my book.” 

Dillion laughed and then leaned closer. He looked 
around, ensuring they were alone and out of Cassidy’s 
earshot. “When you and Elliot got together did you have to 
work through a lot?” 

Marshal nodded gravely. “I thought he was sent out here 
by the sheriff to trap me into a compromising situation, so | 
took him prisoner.” 

“You did?” 

“Yep.” Marshal exhaled a long sigh. “I really made a 
mess of things, but Elliot was determined. He wanted me, 
and he knew we belonged together. If not for his steadfast 
belief, | don’t know what would have happened.” 

“I know | want Micah physically, but | don’t know 
anything about him, or much of anything, really, but when | 
woke up with him in my arms, | swear I’ve never felt so 
happy.” 

“Then you're going to be fine.” 

Dillion couldn’t help himself. He looked around again and 
then asked if maybe they could talk in private. He was 
beyond embarrassed, but he didn’t want to hurt Micah. 
Marshal led Dillion out of the kitchen, down a short hall, and 
into what appeared to be an office. 

“No one will bother us in here.” Marshal took a chair by 
the desk and extended his hand toward the other chair. 
“This is Vance’s work spot, but he’s a night owl unlike the 
rest of us.” 

“What does Vance do?” 

“He does all the accounting. If not for him, | wouldn’t be 
able to make heads or tails of the tax laws and I’d never get 
my paperwork turned in on time.” Marshal considered Dillion 
for a moment. “So. Shoot.” 


“I know this is just going to be the strangest question.” 

“Oh, | doubt that very much.” Marshal grinned. “With 
over thirty-five men on the ranch, I’ve been asked all kinds 
of weird stuff.” 

“I noticed your mate is about the same size as Micah.” 

“Yeah. | guess. That’s whose clothes he’s wearing.” 

“Right.” Dillion took a long breath to gather his courage 
and then blurted, “I don’t want to hurt him. Micah, | mean. 
He’s so small, and I’ve never been with anyone like him.” 

Rather than blanch, laugh, or look away, Marshal held 
Dillion’s gaze. “Go slow.” 

“Slow?” 

“Very slow.” Marshal grinned, and his eyes went softly 
focused as if he was thinking back to his first time with his 
mate. “I was so crazy that first time. | wanted him so badly | 
was Shaking. | don’t think Elliot knew, or if he did, he never 
said anything. But | couldn’t stop. | teased him until he was 
practically crazy and then...just go as slow as you can.” 

“You didn’t hurt him?” Dillion shook his head. “I keep 
having this horrible vision of just ripping him apart.” 

“That’s why the blood freaked you out so badly.” Marshal 
nodded knowingly. 

“Yeah. | was rough with him that way, and | can’t fully 
blame my animal state. He just smelled so good and felt 
even better.” 

“And you're afraid you'll do that as a human, too.” 

Dillion nodded. 

“Wait.” Marshal frowned. “So you were able to shift 
without mating in human form?” Marshal’s brows climbed. 
“That’s a new one. So far everyone—the alphas, at any rate 
—have had to mate in human form and then they can shift. 
Huh. Learning something new with this every day.” 

“Maybe | should let Dooley run those tests.” 

“God, he'll be thrilled. | know he can seem a little 
strange, but he really just wants to know. It’s the scientist in 
him.” 


Dillion nodded because he could understand that Dooley 
wanted to know what was coming for himself, but also, as 
the ranch vet, Dooley honestly needed to understand the 
shifters better so he could treat them medically. 

“Now, as to your concern about Micah. Why not put him 
in charge?” 

“What?” 

“Well, if you really can’t trust yourself, then put Micah in 
control.” 

“And how might | do that?” 


Chapter 6 


“You want me to tie you up?” Micah stood at the foot of 
the four-poster bed while his mate was sitting on the side 
with his legs draped over the edge. They were guests of 
Marshal’s and had opted to stay in the most private upstairs 
bedroom he could give them. Micah hadn’t had to wonder 
too long before he realized what his mate had in mind and 
why he wanted privacy. However, this was a wrinkle he 
hadn’t counted on. 

“Just for tonight.” 

“I’m really not into anything kinky.” Micah bit his lower lip 
and again considered the leather manacles. “Do | even want 
to know who loaned these to you?” 

“They were donated to the cause.” Dillion grinned. “And | 
promised not to tell.” 

“But |...” Trailing off, Micah looked at Dillion then down at 
the floor. “I’ve never even had sex, so | don’t really know 
what to do.” Micah felt like such a dweeb. He’d thought 
about it plenty, but he’d never thought about being in 
charge of everything. He’d always imagined his bigger, 
more experienced mate would take the lead. 

“I thought you talked to Elliot today?” 

Micah had and walked away with a mind filled with all 
kinds of wicked ideas, but he still thought Dillion would be in 
control. Elliot made it sound like that was the only way an 
alpha male like Marshal or Dillion could have sex. 

“Just because | talked to Elliot doesn’t mean | now know 
all there is to know.” Micah met Dillion’s gaze. “Please be 
honest and tell me what this is really about.” 

After a moment’s hesitation, Dillion rose, took Micah’s 
hand, and pulled him onto the bed. “I’m afraid l'Il hurt you.” 

“You won't.” 

“Ah, Micah. You are so sweet.” He cupped his chin and 
gave him a lingering kiss. “But you don’t know what it’s like 
when I start going. Remember in the tent?” 


“Yeah.” Involuntarily, Micah shivered. It had been so raw 
and sexy. Remembering the way Dillion’s prick had rubbed 
up between his legs caused Micah’s cock to harden. 

“The way | held your hips and just pumped with all my 
strength?” 

Micah nodded and felt his cock harden more. 

“Now think of me doing that inside you.” 

“Ouch.” 

“See?” 

“But what will tying you up accomplish?” 

“I'll have no choice but to let you set the pace. You'll be 
on top. You can go as fast or as slow or even not at all. It will 
be up to you.” 

In his fantasies about his first time, he’d never imagined 
something like this. Micah was as excited as he was afraid. 

“Okay?” 

After giving it a lot of thought, Micah finally agreed. 
“Okay.” 

“But before you tie me up, let me warm you up.” Dillion 
pulled Micah’s borrowed shirt off then eased him onto his 
back. “I swear that it won’t always be like this. l'II be happy 
to take the lead, but your first time is special and | want it to 
be good for you.” 

Micah was so touched that he nodded. “But you better 
be careful.” 

Dillion stopped in his efforts to remove Micah’s pants. He 
looked up with lifted brows. 

“I might really enjoy tying you up.” 

A big smile revealed Dillion’s perfect teeth. “I wouldn’t 
mind that so very much.” 

“Have you ever done anything kinky like this?” 

A shadow passed over Dillion’s face, but it was gone so 
quickly Micah wasn’t quite certain if he’d seen it or not. 

“Not like this.” Dillion slid down Micah’s pants. “Maybe l'II 
take a turn tying you up.” 

Micah pictured himself bound with Dillion looming over 
him. 


” 


“I can see you /ike that idea. 
cock. “You like that idea a /ot.” 

“I think I just like the idea of sex with you no matter 
which way we do it.” 

“God, | hope now | don’t disappoint you.” 

“I don’t think you could.” Micah slid his fingers through 
Dillion’s hair, loving the crisp feel of the strands against his 
palm. 

Dillion knelt on the floor, grasped Micah’s ankles, then 
Slowly spread his legs while looking right into Micah’s eyes. 
With excruciating slowness, he leaned forward until his hot 
breath tickled the inside of Micah’s thighs. Just when he 
didn’t think he could take anymore, Dillion lowered his head 
and licked across Micah’s sensitive hole. 

“Oh, my God.” The sensation was beyond erotic. 

Dillion continued to tease him with his tongue until Micah 
was squirming with sexual hunger. As randy as he had been 
as a coyote, this was far more intense. His entire body 
seemed to surge toward Dillion, clamoring for more, 
begging for completeness. 

“Such a sweet, tight hole.” Dillion released his legs and 
rose up onto the bed. Taking Micah into his arms, he now 
worked his slick finger in and out of Micah’s bottom. For a 
brief moment, Micah wondered where he’d gotten the lube 
from, but he realized he didn’t care. Given how Dillion liked 
to be prepared, he probably had it in his pocket or tucked 
under the bed. Besides, Micah was far too focused on the 
feel of his mate’s thick finger sliding in and out of his far- 
too-sensitive hole. 

Curling close to Dillion, Micah lifted his head and kissed 
him hungrily. He wanted to stroke Dillion’s cock, but he still 
had his pants on. When Micah attempted to ease his zipper 
down, Dillion stopped him. 

“Wait until you tie me up.” 

“But | want to touch you.” 

Dillion groaned. “I can’t handle much more than this, 
Micah.” 


Dillion cupped Micah’s 


Secretly thrilled to have so much power over his mate, 
Micah relaxed and let him continue with his slow teasing. 
Almost as soon as he became accustomed to one finger, 
Dillion slid another in beside the first. When Micah arched 
up and whimpered, Dillion yanked his hand back so fast 
Micah felt dreadfully empty. 

“Please don’t stop. It was a sound of pleasure, not pain.” 

Tentatively, Dillion resumed his careful thrusts. All the 
while, he kissed Micah with slow care. It was clear he was 
aroused beyond what he’d felt this morning in the tent, but 
it was just as clear he was determined to clamp down on his 
desire. To Micah, it was as if his wild bronco had been caged 
up and strapped down. The fight and fire was still there but 
blunted. As much as Micah wanted to see him in his full 
glory, he was respectful of the potential power he could 
unleash. 

After what seemed forever, Dillion added another finger 
and Micah struggled to accept, but he was simply too small. 
When he cried out, Dillion gritted his teeth and returned to 
two fingers. 

“Maybe that’s all we should do for now.” 

“I| want to feel you inside me.” Micah squirmed against 
his mate, his raw lust pushing him to climb on top of him so 
his plunging fingers more closely simulated what it would be 
like to actually mate with him. 

“God, you’re so hard.” Dillion tugged his shirt up so that 
now Micah was pressing his cock against Dillion’s hairy belly. 

“I’m not going to last much longer.” Micah had always 
been sensitive, but he seemed even more sensitized now. 
Each time he rubbed up on Dillion’s hairy body, he took 
another step closer to madness. Before he realized what 
was happening, Dillion lifted him up. He kept his fingers 
buried in Micah’s bottom, and then Dillion sucked Micah’s 
cock deep into his mouth. 

Gasping at the sudden shocking heat, Micah steadied 
himself against his mate’s powerful shoulders. Now Dillion 
worked his fingers in his bottom and his hungry mouth 


against Micah’s cock. Each time he was on the verge of 
losing control, Dillion slowed his thrusting fingers and eased 
back the pull of his lips. Masterfully, Dillion kept Micah right 
at the edge. When Micah was able to take three fingers 
without pain, Dillion didn’t hold back anymore. This time, he 
sucked while gliding his digits in and out at a pace that had 
Micah panting. 

“I can’t stop. Oh, God, Dillion. I’m—I—” Micah came in a 
Shocking burst, and he kept right on shivering with release 
as Dillion continued to tease his bottom. Once he’d drained 
him utterly, Dillion released him from his powerful hold. 
Micah slumped down onto his chest. But Dillion wasn’t done 
with him. He kept right on sliding his fingers in and out but 
at a much slower pace. 

“Kiss me, Micah.” 

When Micah did, he tasted his pleasure blended with the 
unique flavor of his mate. 

“Now. Please let me have you now.” Micah felt he would 
go crazy from waiting. And then he realized that it must be 
even more difficult for his mate. All this time and he’d been 
so careful to ease Micah into taking more so slowly as to be 
maddening. To give him a release while his cock was still 
tucked safely away behind his thick jeans—without words 
Dillion had shown Micah exactly how much he truly cared. 
Even if he spoke the words, his actions had said far more. 

Before Dillion could answer, Micah lowered his lips and 
kissed him with a new understanding of just what kind of a 
man his mate was. Dillion cared so much he was willing to 
put his own needs dead last. He would allow himself to be 
bound to a bed just to make sure he didn’t hurt him. Micah 
couldn’t remember anyone ever taking such steps to keep 
him safe. As the first few light threads of love embraced his 
heart, Micah tried to show his mate how much he cared for 
him by not pushing him to go faster than what he thought 
he could handle. 

“I'm so lucky.” 


“Yeah?” Dillion slowed his plunging fingers even more, 
allowing Micah to rise up and squirm deliciously on them 
while Dillion watched. 

“I have the sweetest, kindest mate.” 

“I am pretty awesome.” Dillion grinned, and then his 
gaze drifted lower. In the milky moonlit room, Micah figured 
he had a pretty good view of what he was doing. It seemed 
watching his fingers penetrate Micah’s bottom turned him 
on a great deal, so Micah stayed quiet and let his body do 
the talking. 

Up and down Dillion worked his fingers while he watched. 
To help hold him steady, Dillion cupped Micah’s hip with his 
free hand and then subtly, with a press here and a nudge 
there, encouraged him to rock and sway his hips 
seductively. Micah knew his mate liked what he saw when 
his tongue crept to the corner of his mouth and his nostrils 
flared. 

“I think you'd better tie me up.” 

“Just a bit longer.” Micah didn’t want to limit his mate, 
not when he trusted him implicitly. 

“Now.” Intense emerald eyes drilled right into Micah’s 
soul. The way Dillion said the one word brooked no 
argument, and Micah belatedly realized that his mate wasn’t 
being trivial. He was a big man with a wicked hunger, and in 
his lust he truly could hurt Micah even if he didn’t mean to. 
“Micah, | know you trust me, and | appreciate that more 
than you will probably ever know, but | don’t trust myself. If 
| hurt you, | wouldn’t be able to forgive myself. You need to 
tie me down.” 

As much as Micah longed to feel his mate standing 
behind him and taking control of his hips, much like what 
he’d done this morning in the tent, and what he’d done here 
on the bed, Micah understood that Dillion had been pushed 
to the very limits of his self-control. 

“It’s okay. | understand.” Micah finally grasped that 
restricting himself was something Dillion simply couldn’t do. 
Not now. That didn’t mean never, that just meant he needed 


a way to batten down his powerful body so that he simply 
couldn’t hurt Micah because he wouldn’t have control. 

Dillion withdrew his thrusting fingers and then placed 
himself on the bed, his massive limbs stretched out to the 
four corners. 

Micah encircled his wrists and then tied them off to the 
top of the bed. He turned and did the same to Dillion’s 
ankles. 

“Oh, God.” 

Dillion’s low, hungry voice turned Micah’s head as he 
strapped down his left ankle, completing his containment. 
“What?” 

“I can see your sweet hole.” 

Knowing that his mate was thoroughly bound to the bed, 
Micah wriggled his bottom, taunting him. 

“It’s a good thing I’m tied up.” 

“Is it?” Micah didn’t turn and face his mate. Instead, he 
lowered his head and lifted his bottom high, right above the 
bulge in his mate’s jeans. 

“I'd fuck you so hard and fast I’d make you howl.” Dillion 
spewed the words so violently he made Micah shiver. 

“Would you?” 

“You better stop teasing me, little one. | don’t think these 
leather manacles are all that strong.” 

“No?” Micah looked over his shoulder as he lifted and 
lowered his bottom. 

“Not nearly strong enough.” 

Micah realized Dillion was flexing his belly, pulling his 
wrists and ankles toward the center of his body. If he was 
allowed to keep up his powerful pull, he would rip the very 
bed in two. 

“Stop!” Micah spun and plastered his hand to his mate’s 
chest. 

“Then stop teasing me.” Dillion relaxed against the bed, 
allowing himself to be held by the thick leather manacles 
and Micah’s trembling hand. 


“| guess | didn’t realize until now just how strong you 
are.” Suddenly, Micah was a little afraid of his mate. How 
odd that he didn’t realize his power until after he’d tied him 
up. 
“Now do you understand why | wanted you to do this?” 

“| do. Even now, with you strapped down, | don’t feel 
totally safe.” Micah had to be honest. 

Dillion met Micah’s gaze. “If | wanted to, | could bend this 
bed in half.” 

Micah nodded. At least his mate wasn’t a man who would 
lie about the obvious. 

“But | wouldn’t.” 

“No?” Micah spread his delicate hand against his mate’s 
powerful chest. 

“No,” Dillion answered, relaxing his massive form below 
Micah’s. “I honestly respect our host, but more than that, | 
would never willingly frighten you.” 

“You're sweet.” 

“lam.” Dillion grinned. 

“Is that really why you put me in charge?” 

“| needed to protect you, Micah. You have no idea how 
hungry | am for you.” 

With Dillion tied down by his ankles and wrists, his 
massive form was nothing but a wicked playground. “So you 
didn’t trust yourself to fuck me.” 

At the word fuck, Dillion flicked his hips. Thick jean fabric 
protected Dillion’s cock from the wet slick of Micah’s hole, 
but just that tiny thrust convinced Micah that Dillion was 
wise to have himself tied up. 

“I have to be honest that at first | didn’t want to be in 
charge because | really didn’t know what to do.” Micah 
unbuttoned and unzipped Dillion’s jeans. Dillion’s thick, 
monstrous prick sprung forth from his pants. He was so hard 
the veins on the side of his shaft visibly throbbed. “But now | 
think | can take my time and figure things out.” 

“Go as slowly as you need to—ah!” 


“Turnabout is fair play.” Micah lifted his mouth off 
Dillion’s cock only long enough to say that, and then he 
lowered his head and sucked the head of his prick into his 
mouth. 

“Oh, God. Micah...that’s so good. Your mouth is so hot.” 

As Micah worked his lips and tongue over his mate’s 
cock, it was obvious Dillion struggled to remain passive. 
Below their bodies, the bed creaked and groaned as Dillion 
tightened and released his limbs in the manacles. 

“| won't last. Babe, please, | won’t—l—” 

Micah sucked hard until Dillion came. His taste was 
wickedly sublime. Just as Dillion had done to him, Micah 
didn’t stop pulling until his mate was empty. Grinning, he 
looked up and found his mate was watching him with a 
smile on his face and his head slowly shaking side to side. 

“You naughty creature, you. Did Elliot tell you to do 
that?” 

“He did. Elliot said it would take the edge off.” Micah 
settled himself on his knees between his mate’s spread 
legs. “He also said you’d be less hard the second time, but 
you'd last longer.” 

“Elliot was just a wealth of information, wasn’t he?” 

“Wasn't Marshal?” Micah punctuated his conversation 
with strokes and kisses along his mate’s inner thighs. From 
Elliot, Micah knew right after climax his mate’s cock and 
balls would be far too sensitive but the rest of his body was 
perfect for strokes to get him riled up again. Elliot had told 
him all kinds of tricks, and he’d done so without any 
hesitation at all. At first Micah had been embarrassed and 
unable to meet Elliot’s gaze, but after ten minutes he was 
asking probing questions without reluctance. He wanted 
things to be good for his mate. Even though they were 
bound to one another that still didn’t mean Micah didn’t 
have to try. 

“Marshal was quite informative.” Dillion’s hungry gaze 
drilled into Micah’s eyes, reminding him it was a good thing 
he was tied up. 


” 


“Have you given more thought to Dooley’s suggestion?” 

“If you want to keep me revved up, | don’t think that’s 
the way to go.” Dillion laughed. 

“Sorry.” Micah rose and then settled his bottom right on 
top of his mate’s soft prick. “What should we talk about?” 

“Like | can think coherently with your perfect little butt 
on my dick?” 

“Oh. Should | move?” Tauntingly, Micah moved forward 
then slid back. “Or maybe | should move this way.” He 
moved side to side, gently rolling Dillion’s cock between his 
Slicked-up buttocks. 

“You know, | won't always be bound.” Dillion snarled 
menacingly. 

“Yes, but you are right now.” Micah licked his lips and 
continued to swivel over Dillion’s dick until he stiffened. 
“My, my, how quickly you get hard.” 

“All the better to fuck you with.” 

“But that’s just it.” Micah grinned as he slid up his mate’s 
body to kiss him. “You can’t fuck me, remember?” 


Chapter 7 


“Oh, | remember.” Dillion allowed the restraints to keep 
him in check. “But someday, my pretty. Someday.” 

“Someday you'll what?” Micah held his lips close to 
Dillion’s but not near enough to kiss. 

“Someday l'Il come upon you unaware.” 

“Ooh. And then?” Micah licked his lips, which drove 
Dillion practically out of his mind when he remembered how 
sexy his mouth had looked wrapped around the tip of his 
cock. 

“And then l'Il grab you, yank down your pants—” 

“What if I’m not wearing any?” 

Dillion had a brief flash of him and Micah dressed in his 
ultimate fantasy outfit, but he quickly pushed that image 
away. He wasn’t going to go there with him. Micah wasn’t 
ready for that now and probably never would be. Dillion 
would rather be somewhat unfulfilled than risk alienating his 
mate. 

“You're not wearing any pants?” Dillion growled. “My 
kind of man.” 

Micah chuckled and then kissed Dillion like he’d never 
see him again. His movements were so passionate and 
sweet he literally enchanted Dillion with everything he did. 
Now he was doubly glad he’d followed Marshal’s advice and 
allowed Micah to bind him to the bed. If ever he should 
crush that shy, seductive nature out of his mate, Dillion 
would never be able to forgive himself. 

“So, no pants, and you’ve grabbed me. What next?” 
Micah slid down Dillion’s chest and started sliding his slick 
buns up and down the ever-growing length of Dillion’s cock, 
which made telling his lusty story a little difficult. 

“l'Ad bend you over the—couch.” He’d almost slipped and 
said something else. Thank God he’d caught himself in time. 
“And then I’d grab the lube out of my pocket.” Dillion waited 
for Micah to realize he wanted him to do just that. 
Eventually, Micah found the slim bottle and held it up 


triumphantly. “I’d slather that all over my big, hard cock 
while looking right at your sweet little hole.” 

One brow lifted up over Micah’s right eye. Silently, he 
turned around until Dillion had a perfect view of his luscious 
bottom and then Micah proceeded to slather lube all over 
Dillion’s cock. 

“Keep going,” Micah encouraged. 

In the milky moonlight, his mate’s tiny hole was a dark 
button between his perfect buttocks. “While looking at that 
sweet spot, I’d be fisting my cock. Then I’d lean over and 
lick you crazy as | kept stroking my prick.” 

Micah shivered, and his grip upon Dillion’s cock slipped. 

“I’d tongue fuck you until you were begging me to fuck 
you for real.” 

Micah let out a shocked little moan and then spun. “l 
don’t have to beg you now.” 

Dillion watched as Micah slowly lowered himself onto his 
cock. Pressing against that sweet spot made him take a 
deep breath and then hold it. Clenching his teeth, Dillion 
hissed, “Slowly.” 

“Slowly.” Micah nodded and then eased back. When his 
eyes went wide, Dillion wanted to pull him off, but he was 
tied up. His arms yanked the manacles taut and then fell 
back uselessly on the bed. “Are you okay?” 

Micah nodded and kept on going. 

The feel of Micah’s body opening around the prow of his 
prick was so intense Dillion felt almost as if this was his first 
time. Before, his partners had been experienced, and he’d 
always used condoms. This was special not only because he 
was with his rightful mate, but because it was the first time 
he’d ever slowed things down enough to really experience 
sex as something more than a biological need to find 
release. With Micah, it was so much more than he could 
ever express. When Micah met his gaze and smiled, he 
knew he didn’t have to say a word. His mate understood. 

“You feel good.” Dillion relaxed against the bed, letting 
Micah be completely in charge. 


“It’s the first time you’ve ever been passive, isn’t it?” 
Micah swiveled his hips and finally, the knob of Dillion’s cock 
Slipped inside him. They let out simultaneous groans of 


pleasure. 
“First but not the last.” 
“No?” 
“I like this. | like watching you. There’s something 


exciting about letting go.” 

“There’s something quite empowering about being in 
charge.” Micah eased a bit of Dillion’s shaft inside, and his 
eyes rolled back in his head. 

“Are you Okay?” 

“Oh, God. Yes.” Micah sounded breathless and lost in his 
bliss. “So good. So unbelievably good. Elliot tried to explain, 
but there aren’t enough words in any language to say just 
how incredible it feels to be taking my mate inside me.” 
Micah slowly opened his eyes and looked right into Dillion’s 
eyes. “For the first of many, many times.” 

All Dillion could do was grin. 

Micah took his time sliding down the length of Dillion’s 
prick. Each time he thought he’d gone as deep as he could, 
Micah managed to take just a bit more. Dillion had no idea 
how much time had elapsed. All he knew was he was 
struggling to keep still. A part of him wanted to grasp 
Micah’s hips and bodily lift and lower him, but another part, 
a new and surprising part, was loving the lingering torment 
of his mate’s gentle lovemaking. 

The phrase made him take a quick breath. 

Not ever in his life had Dillion made love to anyone. He 
didn’t think he was in love with Micah, or maybe he was and 
just didn’t know it. It was difficult to assess himself 
emotionally when he’d never bothered. Sex was fun and felt 
good, and this with Micah was like that, but it was more, too. 
Dillion decided it didn’t matter right now what he labeled his 
feelings. All that mattered was he was exactly where he was 
Supposed to be with a man he could easily envision his life 
with. 


“Almost there.” 

“Don’t hurt yourself, babe.” Dillion would love to be 
buried as deep as possible in his mate, but he would rather 
have Micah’s first time pleasurable. He’d forgo anything to 
make Micah happy. 

“It doesn’t hurt.” Micah met his gaze. “I’ve never felt so 
good, so full, so complete in my life.” Micah dropped the 
rest of the way onto Dillion’s cock and then squirmed. 

“Aw, fuck.” Dillion couldn’t help himself, and he thrust up 
despite the fact he was bound. 

Micah uttered a submissive whimper and then fell 
forward onto Dillion’s chest. 

Growling in frustration, Dillion was about to break the 
bed in his effort to comfort his mate when Micah lifted his 
head and said, “Do it again.” 

Dillion thrust, watching as Micah’s eyes rolled back, his 
lips parted, and he uttered a low sigh of utter bliss. 

“Let me untie you.” 

Dillion shook his head. “Can’t you see that | can’t control 
myself? | vowed to lie passive while you did the work, but | 
can’t seem to help myself.” 

“It feels good when you move. Please.” 

Debating with himself, weighing the potential pleasure 
against the potential harm, Dillion reluctantly nodded. 

Climbing off him slowly, Micah turned and set his legs 
free first. When he rose up to reach Dillion’s left arm, Dillion 
growled as Micah’s taut nipple brushed against his shoulder. 
That brief contact brought the animal in him to the surface, 
and he didn’t even understand how or why. As soon as 
Micah released his left hand, Dillion grasped him by cupping 
the back of his head and then pulled Micah to him, kissing 
him hungrily. 

Micah plastered himself to Dillion. He submitted so fully, 
so deeply, Dillion realized that he had the way to keep 
himself in check all along. Micah wouldn’t resist anything he 
wanted. Therefore, he wouldn’t have to push or demand 
anything. All he had to do was simply ask. 


“Finish untying me.” 

Grinning, Micah released the last manacle. By the time it 
hit the floor, Dillion was off the bed and shimmying his pants 
down. 

“Up on your knees.” 

Dutifully, Micah got to his hands and knees on the bed. 
He was at the perfect height for Dillion. Standing behind 
him, he sawed his prick up and down the crevice of Micah’s 
bottom, loving the way he arched his back and moaned. 
Teasing himself with the feel of his tiny body both 
encouraged his lust but tempered it, too. Micah trusted him 
completely, and now he thought he could trust himself. 

As Dillion eased his way back inside, his mate took his 
breath clean away. The feeling of holding on to his slender 
hips with hands that almost spanned across his entire width 
was arousing beyond belief. Simply holding Micah as he 
filled him was almost too much pleasure. When Dillion felt 
his balls climbing, tightening, he was glad that Micah had 
given him a release earlier or he wouldn’t have been able to 
hold back. 

“Are you hard again?” 

Micah nodded and then looked back over his shoulder. 
“Flip me over and I can show you.” 

“| don’t want you to show me.” Dillion withdrew and 
turned his mate onto his back, but Dillion moved him on the 
bed until he was laying the correct direction. Gently, Dillion 
eased his way between Micah’s legs. “I want to feel you 
against me.” 

Wrapping his arms and legs around him, Micah 
practically purred with pleasure when Dillion settled his cock 
back inside him. Dillion found that words escaped him, so he 
didn’t speak, not in any conventional way. He used his 
mouth against Micah’s to show him how he felt. Careful to 
keep his weight from his mate, Dillion found that rising up 
over him made him even more aware of how small Micah 
was and how very deeply he trusted him. If this was the 
beginning of love, it was remarkably powerful. Dillion didn’t 


know what else to name the feeling sweeping over him as 
he slowly, gently, and lovingly claimed his mate. 

Micah opened beneath him, welcoming him with wide- 
flung arms and eagerly parted legs. His kisses were hungry, 
and then his lips trembled ever so slightly as his tight body 
arched up, pressing his cock firmly into Dillion’s belly. The 
feeling of his arousal spurred Dillion’s, and he increased his 
pace. Panting from the restraint of his lust and from holding 
himself above Micah, Dillion eased down onto his elbows 
and cradled Micah’s head in his hands. 

Increasing his pace caused Micah to moan and dig his 
heels into Dillion’s buttocks. Each time he thought he 
wouldn’t last, Dillion found just a bit more stamina. He 
wanted Micah to feel good and remember this moment for 
the rest of his life. 

When Dillion lowered his mouth to Micah’s ear and 
growled softly, Micah clutched up on his entire body and 
whimpered in surrender. 

“Come for me, Micah. | want to feel you.” 

Arching up against him while digging in his heels, Micah 
came. When his bottom tightened around Dillion’s cock, he 
gave one final thrust as deeply into Micah as he could go 
and then climaxed in waves of body-shaking bliss. Never in 
his life had he felt an orgasm so intense. Even last night 
when they’d mated as coyotes, when Dillion was free to 
experience the depth of his animal lust, he hadn’t come this 
hard. His entire body heaved as he drilled deeply into his 
mate to plant his seed. Micah accepted with gasps and 
whimpers of pleasure that wrung more of Dillion’s climax 
from his already exhausted body. 

When he was spent, when he knew he had nothing more 
to give, Dillion eased his arm under Micah and then rolled 
onto his side, taking his mate with him. And that was when 
the real magic started. Ever so slowly, the base of Dillion’s 
dick expanded, locking him into his mate. 

“Oh, God.” 


Instantly alert to any potential pain, Dillion almost tried 
to pull out, but Micah squirmed deliciously on his knot. 

“It’s touching places inside me that | never knew | had.” 

They stayed locked together for the rest of the night. 
They would doze then wake, climax, talk, and then return to 
Sleep. Dillion couldn’t remember ever feeling so close to 
someone in ways beyond the physical. He was literally 
enmeshed with Micah, but he also felt deeper emotional 
bonds forming that were far stronger than anything he’d 
ever experienced. 

Eventually, morning came, his knot receded, and they 
separated. Micah clung to his shoulders, overcome and 
exhausted. 

“I want you to stay here and rest.” Dillion rose, pulled on 
his pants, and then tucked his mate into bed. 

“And you?” Micah looked beautiful curled up in the big 
bed, his face surrounded by the crazy quilt and a fluff of 
butterscotch hair. 

“I’m going to go forage for my mate.” Dillion took several 
deep sniffs. “Il can smell Cassidy’s cooking from here.” 

Micah giggled and snuggled in. “Lucky me with my big, 
fierce mate.” 

“Lucky me with my tiny, sweet mate.” Dillion kissed the 
tip of his nose then padded his way downstairs. He wasn’t 
sure who was up and who wasn’t, but he wouldn’t go 
banging around the house waking anyone. Grinning, Dillion 
wondered how many of the other pairs on the ranch got 
down and dirty with their mates last night. But then he 
considered that what they had done wasn’t really that. It 
had been a mix of raw sex and abiding love. Knowing that 
he could share both his physical and emotional side with his 
mate pleased Dillion more than he ever imagined. 

His prior relationships had been physically fulfilling but 
never touched his emotional heart. Dillion blamed himself. 
He kept his heart sheltered after sharing once and being 
viciously rejected. To date, he’d never taken the risk again. 
He wanted to tell Micah everything, and yet he kept 


picturing his face turning from confusion to disgust. Later, 
he told himself. He didn’t have to tell him everything all at 
once. 

In the kitchen, Dillion found Cassidy peeling potatoes 
over the double sink. 

“Do you ever move from that spot?” Dillion asked 
teasingly. 

“Not really. And I’ve stripped more potatoes than | care 
to think about.” Cassidy considered the tuber in his hand. 
“Too bad the things don’t come naked. It'd save me a ton of 
work.” 

“You need a helper.” 

“Are you volunteering?” Cassidy looked so hopeful Dillion 
felt awful telling him no. 

Holding up his hands, Dillion swore, “Il can do a lot with 
these, but cooking doesn’t seem to one of my skills.” 

“Ah, well. Did you figure out what you are going to do 
around here? | mean, if you’re staying.” 

“Well, | haven’t quite figured that out yet, but I’d like to 
stay.” Dillion looked upward. “I still need to talk it over with 
Micah.” 

“And you thought maybe breakfast in bed would be an 
awesome way to convince him this is a good place to stay?” 

“Is it too obvious?” 

“Naw. Seems to work rather well.” Cassidy pulled a 
serving tray from the oven then heaped two plates high. 

“Good Lord! He’s just a tiny thing, remember?” 

“After what you two did last night, | wouldn’t be surprised 
if he eats both plates.” 

Dillion grinned. “Tell me we weren’t that loud.” 

“You weren't. But everyone still knows. I’m not sure if it’s 
pheromones or what, but when there’s a new mating pair on 
the ranch, all the other pairs get excited and the unmated 
men get anxious. | was up baking most of the night since | 
couldn’t sleep.” 

Given how good-looking Cassidy was, he was bound to 
find a mate. Or maybe it didn’t work that way. Micah had 


just come to him. There hadn’t been any seduction or 
getting to Know each other or anything like a normal start to 
a relationship. Something that Dillion needed to rectify as 
soon as possible. 

“I know this is going to seem rather presumptuous of 
me,” Dillion said, “given that you’ve just fixed two plates for 
me and my mate, but would you do me a special favor?” 


Chapter 8 


“| don’t think I’ve ever had breakfast in bed.” Micah set 
his fork on his clean plate. When he'd first seen the mound 
of food, he never thought he’d be able to eat half of it, but 
he proved himself wrong. He refrained from licking the plate 
clean but only just barely. “Thank you.” 

“Oh, but there’s more.” Dillion stacked his dish on top of 
Micah’s then settled their plates on the bedside table. 

“There is?” Micah felt his heart do a few little cartwheels 
in his chest. He wasn’t sure if it was the full mating or the 
light or what, but he could barely take his gaze off his mate. 
Dillion hadn’t shaved yet, so he had dark shadows on his 
cheeks and chin, making him seem slightly scruffy and 
dangerous. 

“We are going on a date.” 

“We're what?” 

Dillion took Micah’s hand. “In all this shifting and mating 
and trying to figure out how all of this is going to work, we 
never really got to know one another. I’d like to do that 
today.” 

Touched, Micah nodded. “I'd like that, too.” 

“Good.” Dillion pulled the covers down and then pulled 
Micah out of the bed. “I think every date should start with 
primping.” 

As his mate pulled him into the bathroom, Micah giggled. 
“I think we're supposed to do this in separate bathrooms.” 

“Yeah?” Dillion closed the door and locked it. “Well, 
we’ve been pretty unconventional so far, so why stop now?” 

“Good point.” Since Micah was naked, he turned the 
water on, set the temperature, then pulled the tab that 
made the claw-foot tub into a shower. Two plastic shower 
curtains encircled the bath. When he stepped in, he thought 
the space was pretty roomy until Dillion joined him. 

“Hmm.” Dillion considered. “This is a little small, isn’t it?” 

“Only with my big mate in here.” Micah grinned up at 
him. “But | don’t mind.” 


Since Micah had never had a date, he’d never primped 
for one, but after his brief and blissful shower with Dillion, 
he was all for mutual daily primping sessions. Just soaping 
up his mate’s massive body was time consuming but the 
kind of chore Micah figured he could happily do every day. 
Hell, maybe even twice a day. Nothing in the world was as 
sexy as the wicked moans and groans Dillion made as 
Micah’s hands slipped all over him. 

“That’s enough of that, mister.” Dillion took the bar of 
soap from Micah. “I think my cock is clean enough.” 

“I was just trying to be thorough.” 

“Yeah?” Dillion rubbed the bar between his hands then 
lathered Micah’s entire body, spending a lot of time on his 
prick. “Do you think you’re clean enough?” 

“No. Keep stroking harder and faster.” 

“You're insatiable.” Dillion did not sound like he minded 
so much if at all. “Turn around, babe, let me at that sexy 
backside.” 

Dillion took his time soaping him up, ensuring he was 
squeaky clean. Almost as soon as they were done, Micah 
wanted to hop right back into bed, but Dillion said no. He 
had a plan, and once he set his mind on something, he was 
rather doggedly determined. 

In short order, Micah found himself in the passenger seat 
of a humongous midnight-blue truck with gobs of chrome. 
According to the emblem on the front and side it was a 
Dodge Ram. Micah tried not to snicker at how thoroughly 
sexual that name was. It had to be the prettiest yet most 
masculine vehicle he’d ever been around. Not that he’d 
been around a lot of trucks in New York. 

“New York? Big city, bright lights—that place?” Dillion 
had tucked something in the cab behind the front seats. 
When Micah looked back, he noticed there was quite a bit of 
room back there for all of Dillion’s gear, but he wouldn’t tell 
him what was in the blanket-covered package. 

“The Big Apple. Yep. That’s my home.” Micah had lived 
there his entire life. 


“Really?” Dillion put the truck in gear, and they were off. 
“For some reason | can’t picture you in a big city.” 

“Probably because you found me in the desert wearing 
my coyote body.” Micah oddly felt just as comfortable in the 
country as he did in the city. Well, he did after a few days. 
The shock of quiet and open spaces had been a little 
intimidating at first, but he’d quickly discovered a new kind 
of beauty in the desert that didn’t exist in the city. 

“That must be it.” Dillion grinned. “So now, what did you 
do for a living in New York?” 

Micah wasn’t so sure he liked the way Dillion said that in 
past tense. Like that was what Micah used to do, but he’d be 
doing something else now that they were together. 
Suddenly very unsure about their future, Micah said, “I’m a 
photographer.” 

“Really?” Dillion grimaced as he drove down the narrow 
dirt road. “Sorry. I’ve got to stop doing that. Frankly, | 
haven't really done this a lot.” 

“Dating?” 

“Yeah. I’ve gone out but not quite like this.” 

“Where we're all eternally bonded before the first date.” 

“Right.” Dillion laughed. “It’s weird to be so comfortable 
with you but also kind of edgy. | want to impress you, but | 
also just want to rip all your clothes off and spend the day 
locked together.” 

“Well, if | get a vote on such things, l'Il take latter, 
please.” 

“We can’t spend all our time fornicating.” 

“Says who?” Micah laughed as he considered the red 
rock buttes out his side window. “That’s a challenge I’m 
more than willing to accept.” 

“We'd have to occasionally eat, bathe, oh, and | will have 
to find work.” Dillion met Micah’s gaze briefly. “I can’t stay 
with Wildlife Services after this.” 

“What will you do?” Micah realized Dillion wasn’t trying 
to make him do anything about his job. Apparently, he was 
simply worried about his own livelihood. Jumping to 


conclusions about the nuances of other people’s speech 
patterns was something Micah was aware he did. Stopping 
himself from doing it seemed a lot harder. 

“| don’t know. I’ve been career military most of my life. 
But | wanted a change and then joined Wildlife Services, but 
lve had enough of that, too.” Dillion grabbed a pair of 
sunglasses off the dash and then slipped them on. His sex 
appeal suddenly shot up another one hundred degrees. 
“Marshal offered me a place out here.” 

“On the ranch?” Micah found himself looking around as if 
seeing the spread for the first time. It was nothing but land 
and cattle for miles, and Marshal owned all of it right up to 
the foothills of the buttes, according to Elliot. 

“Yeah.” Dillion frowned and gently swerved around a 
pothole. “I don’t know what | could do for him, though. I’m 
good with my hands, and | can fix just about anything. Only 
one problem besides that is | don’t know what my mate 
wants.” 

It took a moment for Micah to realize he meant him. 
“Me?” 

“The offer Marshal made extended to the both of us.” 
Dillion glanced over then quickly away. “I’m not going to 
make you do anything, Micah.” 

“I know.” 

“Do you? You’ve got this look of terror on your face that 
makes me feel like I’m strong-arming you. You don’t have to 
decide right now. We don’t have to hash everything out this 
very minute.” Dillion’s hands tightened on the wheel. “I care 
about you. | want to be with you. We’re going to have to talk 
honestly about what we want and what we can compromise 
on.” 

“I know.” Micah ran his thumb along the seam of his 
borrowed pants. “I’ve only ever lived in New York. | don’t 
really know anything else.” 

“Why did you come here?” 

“The river trip.” Micah thought back to six months ago. “l 
take shots for a stock photography website. | make money 


on the downloads. Anyway, a friend of mine does the same 
thing, and he had all these shots of the desert. | was 
spellbound. | think he made a solid month’s pay from me 
downloading all his work.” 

“What was it that called to you?” 

“It was the vastness.” Micah found it curious that Dillion 
had phrased it like that because that’s exactly what had 
happened. He’d been called to the desert by some 
unnamable force. “All this space and hardly any people. It’s 
not like that in the city. In New York, it’s like the city itself is 
alive. The smells and the sounds are constant. It’s like the 
very streets breathe, like the subway below is the heart and 
sometime | can feel the pulse. But out here | can stand very 
still and hear nothing. | am the only living creature for miles. 
| was astonished when the first time | went out alone | was 
afraid.” 

“Afraid of being alone or afraid of the desert?” 

“Afraid of being in the open, of being so utterly alone, of 
being disconnected from every other human being on the 
planet. It was honestly almost like | was on the moon.” 
Recalling that moment when he’d been standing in the 
center of nothing but sand with the sun beating down on 
him caused Micah to shiver and wrap his arms more tightly 
around himself. 

“And walking the city streets doesn’t frighten you?” 

“Not really. Even though I’m small, | never really got 
hassled. When you live there, you learn where it’s safe, 
where it isn’t, and what to look for, and what to avoid. | 
mean, | wouldn’t go prancing down most streets alone in the 
dark of night, but | always felt safe in the city.” Micah 
remembered looking up at the massive buildings as a small 
child and seeing them as protective giants. “Being 
Surrounded by all those people gives me a feeling of safety.” 

“You must have undergone severe culture shock when 
you came to Scorpion.” 

“| did. The hotel where | was staying was so quiet it was 
unreal. | had to turn the television on to get some sleep.” 


Micah realized he had to go back there and settle up his bill 
so he could get his stuff. Not that he was too worried about 
it. Small towns like Scorpion were nothing like places in the 
big city. He could probably wait a month and they'd still 
have all his clothes. The river company confirmed they had 
everything he’d brought with him on the overnight trip 
including his cell phone and camera. Micah had no doubt 
that not a soul had placed calls with his phone. It was just 
the way people seemed to be in a small town where 
everyone knew everyone. “It took me a few days just to 
grasp that you can’t walk everywhere here, and there aren’t 
many cabs.” 

“Do you have a driver’s license?” 

“| do, but | hadn’t driven much. | rented a car for a few 
days but found | didn’t like it much. As strange as this 
sounds, | found the lack of traffic difficult to maneuver.” 

“That is strange. I’m having palpitations just thinking of 
driving my truck in New York.” 

“| borrowed a bike, and that | fell in love with.” 

“Ah.” Dillion grinned. “Our first point of commonality.” 

“You like to ride bikes?” 

“I do.” Dillion stopped at a cross in the road. He pulled a 
paper from his pocket, looked around, and then went right. 
“I belong to a group in town called the Sprocket Heads.” 

Micah laughed but then sobered when he thought of 
Dillion in a pair of clinging bicycle shorts. Damn. He pulled 
at the crotch of his jeans to take the pressure off his cock. 

“What else do you like to do?” 

A very slow, sexy smile spread across Dillion’s face. 

“Besides that.” Micah chuckled. “We already know we 
both like to do that.” 

“Į really like organized sports.” 

“Like football and stuff?” 

“Yeah. Anything that involves a team. That’s why | ride 
with a group. We’re not competing with each other or 
anything, but it’s a group mentality of we're all in this 
together and | like that. That feeling of camaraderie. | think 


that’s why I’ve been giving serious weight to Marshal’s offer 
to live out here. It’s like a big team all pulling for the same 
thing.” 

“| guess | never thought of it that way.” Micah watched 
as the fields beside him rolled off into the distance. 

“Do you play any sports?” 

“Not really, but then again | never really tried. | went to 
the park but more to just run around and play on jungle 
gyms and stuff like that.” 

“Like Central Park?” 

“Yeah. But my dad worked a bazillion hours a week, and 
my mom worked, too, so | did these after-school programs. 
My father wasn’t keen on sports. He wanted me to grow up 
to be like him | suppose. A businessman. My mother was 
very posh, | guess you could say, so rather than sports we 
went to museums, planetariums—educational places.” 

There was a long moment of silence, and then Dillion 
hesitantly asked, “Since you’re talking about them in the 
past tense, I’m assuming they’re gone?” 

Micah nodded when sudden tears made him unable to 
speak. He felt the vehicle come to a stop, and then Dillion 
wrapped his arm around Micah’s shoulders, pulling him 
close. 

“I’m so sorry.” 

Still unable to speak, Micah pressed into the comfort of 
Dillion’s chest and hung on to him. All this time and their 
loss still brought tears to his eyes as if it had happened only 
yesterday. 

“Is there anything | can do?” 

“Just hold me for a while.” 

“That | can do.” 

They sat in silence for a long time. Eventually, Micah felt 
the overwhelming sadness retreat and he was able to talk 
without his voice hitching. “They were on a little plane, what 
my dad always called a puddle jumper. The weather wasn’t 
bad or anything, but while they were in the air there was 


some kind of wind shear that picked the plane up and 
slammed it into the ground. No one survived.” 

“Oh, God. Micah.” Dillion’s arms tightened. “When?” 

“Four years ago. I’ve been staying with my uncle since 
then. He and my aunt are nice, but they’re a little too 
controlling over me.” Micah could easily picture their frantic 
faces peeking out the window whenever he was even five 
minutes late. “Oh, no.” 

“What?” 

“| just realized | haven’t called them in over a week. If 
they haven’t called the National Guard, it will be a miracle.” 

“You told the river people what was up?” 

“Yeah. | still need to get my stuff from the hotel.” 

“Here.” From his front pocket Dillion removed a cell 
phone. “Call them.” 

“No, really, it’s okay.” 

“Micah, | don’t want them to worry and | have a feeling 
you're worried about them, so call.” 

Accepting the phone, Micah put off the call for the time it 
took to lean up and kiss his mate. “How did | get so lucky?” 

“You? | was just asking myself that same question.” 
Dillion nodded to the phone. “Now go ahead and call while | 
find this spot that Cassidy was talking about.” 


Chapter 9 


“Cassidy suggested this place?” Micah slid out of the 
truck and practically ran to the edge of the water. 

“He did indeed.” Dillion grabbed the picnic basket and 
blanket that Cassidy had given him. If nothing else, Dillion 
had to find a way to thank him for putting this together so 
he could spend some quiet time with his mate. “I guess 
there’s not a lot of this in the city.” 

“No. Nothing like this. It’s beautiful.” 

The Rough River was dammed up by some very busy 
beavers. Their efforts caused the river to swell beyond its 
banks and make a pond. The water still moved but 
sluggishly through the wide area. Cassidy said it was the 
perfect swimming hole. 

“Cassidy said it’s probably still too cold to do any 
swimming, but we can sit here, talk, and | have lunch all 
ready.” 

“Aw. My sweet mate.” 

Dillion grinned. “So do you know how to ride a horse?” 

“Are we going to do that next?” 

“No. | was just wondering. | never have. If we’re fixing to 
live out here, | imagine we’d have to learn that skill.” Dillion 
didn’t imagine riding a horse was exactly like riding a bike, 
but if he could master one, then he certainly could master 
the other. To date, he’d never been afraid to try anything. 

Micah nodded, but a little line of worry appeared 
between his brows. 

“What?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Micah.” Dillion said his name in a warning tone. “This is 
never going to work if we don’t talk. That’s why | thought 
coming out here would be good for us.” 

“| don’t want to live here.” 

A part of Dillion was crushed. He had really hoped this 
part of being together would be easy. Rather than get angry, 
he nodded, trying to understand. “Why not?” 


“What the hell am | going to do out here? City kid on the 
ranch like some kind of...something.” Micah’s head was 
down and he kicked a rock into the water. From his slumped 
shoulders, it was clear to Dillion that Micah was afraid. Was 
it the open spaces of the ranch or something else? If Dillion 
could help him overcome whatever it was, then maybe they 
could make a place for themselves out here. Dillion still 
wasn’t sure exactly what he’d do while living on the Rough 
River Ranch, but he certainly wanted to try. 

“You'd learn new things just like | would.” Dillion was 
careful to keep his voice calm and nonjudgmental. 

“I like the city.” 

Dillion had lived a lot of places around the world, but out 
of all of them, he disliked cities the most. “What if we 
compromised?” 

“How?” Micah’s shoulders came up a bit as he looked at 
Dillion. 

“We could split the difference and live in a midsized 
town. Something smaller than New York but bigger than 
Scorpion.” 

“Like where?” Micah crossed his arms. His body language 
was very clear that he was resistant to any idea that Dillion 
was going to share. It was as if Micah was saying no even 
before Dillion offered out a compromise. 

“I don’t know exactly.” Dillion thought of leaving his 
home and stifled his burst of reluctance with the knowledge 
that in any relationship there were compromises. “I’m just 
tossing out ideas.” 

Micah nodded and then turned away. 

“Please tell me what’s wrong.” 

After drawing a deep breath, Micah spun around and 
blurted, “I’m not going to let you boss me around just 
because you're bigger. Elliot told me all about how alpha 
men do things like that, but I’m used to running my life my 
own way.” As soon as he finished the outburst, he lifted 
himself as tall as he could then glared defiantly at Dillion. 


Lifting his hands palm open and out, Dillion softly said, “l 
never ordered you to do anything.” 

“But you will.” Micah lifted his chin. 

“So you're angry with me for something you think II 
do?” Dillion took the blanket from the top of the picnic 
basket and spread it out on the ground. 

“I just want to be clear about things so you don’t think 
something about me that isn’t true.” 

“And what is it | might be thinking?” Dillion was doubly 
glad he hadn’t mentioned his particular kink given how 
sensitive Micah was to the very idea of being bossed 
around. 

“That I’m some kind of baby you have to take care of.” 

After hearing Micah’s side of the conversation with his 
uncle and aunt, it was pretty obvious he was used to being 
treated like he was still a kid. Technically, Micah was 
nineteen, which made him sixteen years younger than 
Dillion, but he was a mature nineteen, or could be if he 
wasn’t so petulantly determined to prove his adulthood. 

“I never thought that | had to take care of you. It’s clear 
to me you’re perfectly fine taking care of yourself.” 

“It is?” Some of Micah’s belligerent defiance faded away. 

Dillion settled on the blanket and stretched out his legs 
as he leaned back, balancing on his arms. “Any man who 
can walk the streets of New York with your fearless curiosity 
is clearly able to handle himself.” 

Micah straightened and nodded. “My aunt and uncle 
don’t think so.” 

“Probably because after losing your parents they’re 
afraid of losing you, too.” 

Micah’s eyebrows lowered, and he turned slightly away. 
“I never thought of it that way.” 

“I’m sure they can’t really tell you how much they care, 
so they’re trying to show you in the only way they’re 
comfortable with, which is by smothering you.” 

“It makes me feel like such a kid.” 


“You handled yourself well with them and with the hotel 
owner.” Dillion heard that entire conversation as the owner 
of the establishment was a good friend of his and a very 
loud talker. That Micah had been able to hold his own 
against the bulldozer that was Fred was pretty amazing. 

“Do your aunt and uncle know you're gay?” 

“No. No one knows. | didn’t really—I wasn’t ever—I never 
wanted anyone until | smelled you.” Micah met Dillion’s 
gaze and held it. “I couldn’t remember at first, but then | 
recalled being in my tent on that trip and this smell just 
wrapped around my brain and body then squeezed. | started 
tracking it. | crossed the river to get to you.” 

The Colorado River was a dangerous river to swim in 
without a life vest. It could be so deceiving in that the 
surface would be calm while vicious undertows could pull an 
unsuspecting person right down to the very bottom. More 
than one canine had drowned because of an uninformed 
owner allowing them to swim unaided. The fact that Micah 
could have drowned washed prickles of fear over Dillion’s 
Skin even though he was standing right before him. What 
terrified him was the idea that he cou/d lose him. 

“| shifted directly into a coyote to have you. According to 
Marshal, I’m the first alpha to do that.” Dillion nodded to the 
blanket. “Come sit beside me while we talk. | promise | 
won’t make you do anything you don’t want to.” 

Micah grinned. He strode toward Dillion, and when he 
was close, he stepped onto the blanket, straddled Dillion’s 
hips, and settled himself down, making sure to press his firm 
bottom right against the bulge in Dillion’s jeans. 

“This is one area where we don’t have any problems.” 

Not yet, Dillion thought, but he nodded knowingly at 
Micah. “Are you trying to take advantage of me?” 

“Totally.” Micah rocked his hips in a slow, seductive circle 
that had Dillion hard in moments. 

“| thought we were going to talk?” Dillion tried to keep 
focused on the matters at hand. It wasn’t like they had 
figured out any of their problems. If anything, what they’d 


talked about so far gave them more issues to overcome, not 
less. 

“We will. After.” 

“After what?” Dillion asked. 

“After I’m satisfied.” 

Watching Micah take control was possibly the most 
arousing sight Dillion had ever witnessed. He didn’t lack 
confidence despite his lack of experience. As much as Dillion 
wanted to talk and have things settled, he also wanted his 
mate to always feel free to take the initiative. 

Dillion lay back on the blanket and tucked his hands 
behind his head. Micah just about drove him crazy with his 
wriggling, but once he got his jeans down he made matters 
more intense with his mouth. Watching his mate kiss and 
lick his way up and down his cock drove Dillion right to the 
brink of madness. He wanted to grab him, yank his pants 
down, and then tongue fuck him until he was just as crazed. 
But he didn’t. In fact, their entire picnic got cut short when 
another truck pulled up near their camping site. 

Hastily, Dillion dressed as Micah straightened his 
clothing. The huge Ford Bronco just sat there. Since the 
windshield was shiny, Dillion couldn’t see inside despite his 
polarized sunglasses. After the longest time, a rotund man 
finally stepped out and Dillion’s hope for a pleasant outing 
disappeared. 

“Afternoon.” Judd Kingsley, Sheriff of Scorpion County, 
hiked up his britches with both hands and then spat a wad 
of nasty onto the ground. 

“Afternoon,” Dillion answered, watching out the corner of 
his eye as Micah made a disgusted face at the way Kingsley 
presented himself. Dillion was fairly certain Kingsley thought 
he was manly with his affect, but he was simply revolting. 
“What can we do for you, Sheriff?” Dillion didn’t actually 
want to show the man an ounce of respect, but he wanted 
Micah to realize who this man was. From the way Kingsley 
had parked, it wasn’t obvious the Bronco was a police 
vehicle. Also, Kingsley was wearing a uniform, but again, it 


wasn’t clear exactly what he was. Dillion didn’t want Micah 
to be blindsided. 

“Why aren’t you out in the hills hunting down that vicious 
coydog?” Kingsley gave Micah an up-and-down glance that 
set Dillion’s teeth on edge. From the way the man was 
scoping out his mate, he either wanted to eat him or fuck 
him. Possibly both. 

“Day off.” Dillion didn’t care to elaborate, and he didn’t 
have to. He worked for Wildlife Services, not this overblown 
windbag. 

“That so?” Kingsley tipped his hat back and again eyed 
Micah. 

Rather than answer, Dillion just stood there staring back 
at him. Micah also glared at him but remained silent. 

“Funny thing.” Kingsley nodded to Micah and then 
grinned at Dillion. 

“What’s that?” Dillion was about two breaths away from 
telling Kingsley to have a nice day while putting their gear 
back in the truck and leaving with a spray of dirt for the son 
of a bitch to suck on. 

“Report came into the county the other day about a 
missing tourist. First from a river tour company and then 
from some folks in New York City. | swear, boy, you fit the 
description to a 7.” Kingsley returned to his truck, pulled a 
clipboard with a thick stack of paper out, then drawled, 
“Yep. Five two, a buck twenty, blond hair, and—what are you 
wearing on your eyeballs, boy? Who the hell would wear 
pink contacts? You look like you’re having the allergy attack 
of the century. Or maybe you’re on drugs.” 

Dillion had a very bad idea about where this was going. 
One thing he and Marshal certainly agreed on was that 
Kingsley was the biggest waste of space on the planet. 

“ld appreciate it if you’d stop calling me boy.” Micah 
kept his voice even and his stance relaxed. As protective as 
Dillion felt, he also realized Micah truly could handle himself. 
Impressed and proud, Dillion smiled at Micah and flashed 
Kingsley a grin. From the look on the man’s face, he hadn’t 


expected Micah to meet him head-on. Apparently, he 
expected him to be a quivering bag of fear at the big, bad 
lawman. For all the world, Micah looked bored, not worried. 

“That so? Well, let’s see some ID, boy.” Kingsley spat 
another wad of nastiness on the ground, but this time he 
didn’t quite get his lips right and spittle dripped onto his 
Shirt. 

“| don’t think so.” Micah grasped the edge of the blanket, 
shook it out, and then started folding it up. “You have no 
reason to detain me. | don’t know who you're looking for 
since you never mentioned a name. Just because you have 
a badge doesn’t mean you can bully people.” Micah walked 
over to the truck and after picking up the picnic basket, 
Dillion followed. 

“I’m not done talking to you boys.” Again, Kinsley made 
a point of emphasizing that word, and Dillion almost 
laughed. 

“Say what you want to say, Sheriff. | need to get back up 
into the hills.” Dillion didn’t, but he wasn’t about to discuss 
his job change with this idiot. 

“I want that beast caught. | want it done yesterday.” 
Kingsley took another long look at Micah as he climbed into 
the passenger side of Dillion’s truck. “Fuck around with 
pretty boys on your own time, sharpshooter.” 

Dillion stiffened. He didn’t think anyone knew exactly 
what he’d done during his military career. Apparently bored 
with the ammunition he had to hassle him with, Kingsley 
went looking for some fresh dirt and found himself a 
truckload. As much as Dillion wanted to mouth off with a 
Snarky reply, he took a page from Micah’s book. Remaining 
calm, Dillion just stood there waiting for the man to finish. 

When Kingsley realized his dig had no effect, he tried 
another. “He’s a real looker.” Kingsley nodded to the truck 
where Micah was sitting. 

Dillion didn’t rise to the bait. 

“Why don’t you see if you can get some pink panties?” 


Shock galvanized Dillion’s entire body. It was obvious to 
him now that Kingsley had been talking with his last 
commander. After ten years in the military, Dillion hadn’t 
been able to live down the rumors, so he’d left one base 
only to find that the story followed him. Like a leash around 
his neck, the tale of Dillion and the pink panties trailed him 
everywhere he went, so he’d left the military entirely and 
settled in Scorpion. He’d changed his entire life and he’d 
been happy for five years, but here it was again. It just took 
longer for the story to catch up to him. Maybe Micah’s idea 
was best. They should move somewhere else where no one 
knew either one of them and then they could start all over. 

“Yeah, your old commander does not like you or your 
kind one bit. He never used the word fag, but | think the 
little story about the panties says it all.” 

Slowly, Dillion’s fist clenched. His heart sped up and his 
breathing rate accelerated. Kingsley was damn lucky that 
Dillion had a decade of stern military training under his belt 
or he’d be spitting out a wad of bloody teeth. 

“You tell Marshal I’m keeping an eye on him.” Kingsley 
took one last lingering look at Micah and then met Dillion’s 
gaze. “Funny how all these men who go missing turn up on 
his ranch.” Kingsley returned to his vehicle and after 
executing the most gas-wasting three-point turn in the 
universe, he roared away, flinging up dirt and dust. 

Dillion entered the truck but didn’t start it up. His mind 
was back on the day his secret had been revealed to the 
entire base. Catcalls of Panty Perv had followed him for the 
month it took to secure his transfer. Only a half a year 
passed before his new base picked up the moniker and 
started hitting him with it wherever he went. The thought of 
that coming here to Scorpion infuriated him. 

“You okay?” Micah asked, sliding across the bench seat 
so that they were closer. 

“I wanted to kill him.” Through the dust-spattered 
windshield, Dillion watched the sheriff as he drove out of the 
valley. He kept thinking that he could pick him off, even 


from here, even while he was a moving target. Dillion felt 
his rage but chose not to be ruled by it. “I haven’t wanted to 
kill someone in a very long time.” 

Micah’s hand settled on Dillion’s arm. “You mean that 
quite literally.” 

“I was a sharpshooter in the military before | retired.” 
Dillion was expecting Micah to be shocked or upset, but he 
wasn't. 

“| guess we have another point of commonality.” 

“We do?” Dillion still didn’t take his eyes off the sheriff's 
vehicle. 

“We both shoot things. Me with my camera and you with 
a gun.” 

“You don’t hate me for what | was?” 

“No. You served our country. | admire you.” They sat in 
silence as Dillion watched the Ford Bronco until it was a very 
tiny dot at the far end of the valley. 

“I hope he drives into the river.” 

“I| doubt we could be so lucky. Do you want to stay?” 
Micah slid his hand up Dillion’s taut thigh, and his rage 
turned to lust so fast he almost suffered whiplash of the 
mind. 

“| want to fuck.” Dillion turned and pulled Micah close. “l 
want to tear off your clothes and wipe the memory of that 
idiot from both our minds.” 

“Let me get you started.” Micah grinned and pulled off 
his shirt. 


Chapter 10 


“After that, | don’t think | remember my full name.” 
Micah was straddled across Dillion’s powerful lap, riding him 
backward. Dillion certainly lived up to his promise. He 
fucked good, hard, and his fist around Micah’s prick had 
been demanding yet tender. When he nipped Micah’s ear 
and told him to climax because he wanted to feel Micah’s 
sweet ass milking his cock, Micah had come so hard he 
screamed at the shocking pleasure of it. Something about 
Dillion’s encounter with the sheriff had made him 
determined to prove he was all man. Micah didn’t mind, but 
he also didn’t ask for details. 

“I think your name is Micah Grant.” 

“Is it? Ah, right. And you're Dillion...” Micah could not 
remember Dillion’s last name, and he wasn’t sure if it was 
because he’d never been told or it had utterly slipped his 
mind. Or maybe his mate had fucked the information right 
out of him. 

“Palmer.” 

“Dillion Palmer.” Micah settled back against his chest. His 
dusting of dark hair tickled his skin until he pressed a little 
harder. “Damn, but when you fuck, you really get the job 
done. | feel like | could sleep for a week.” 

“Judging by the sky, we’d better get back.” 

Micah looked up at the gathering clouds. “I thought this 
was the desert with lots of sun and very little rain?” 

“It is, but it’s the high desert, and the weather is a little 
goofy this time of year.” Gently, Dillion eased Micah off his 
softening prick. “You okay?” 

“I’m more than okay.” Micah had never felt better. Maybe 
he was wrong about wanting to live out here. He did find it 
endlessly fascinating and beautiful. The light was never the 
Same twice, which caused the mesas to always look 
different. But what the hell would he do? The pictures his 
friend had taken had done well enough on the site, but 
would this area be enough for him to support himself? Not 


relying on others was important to Micah. His parents had 
left him well taken care of, but he still wanted to pay his 
own way. If he lived off the trust, it was like he was still a 
child, and he didn’t want to be perceived that way, not even 
by himself. 

“You know, | think | almost shifted.” Dillion fastened his 
jeans. 

“While we were having sex?” 

“While that idiot was checking you out.” 

“He just wanted to see if | matched his report.” Micah 
had done his best to keep cool around the sheriff, and his 
aplomb paid off handsomely. His dismissive demeanor had 
tweaked Kingsley and impressed Dillion. 

“He was looking at you like he wanted to fuck you then 
eat you.” 

“Oh, my.” Micah cleaned up then pulled his clothing back 
on. “Do you really think so?” 

“He’s one of those types that goes around spewing a 
bunch of homophobic garbage when he secretly wants a 
heaping dose of man love. I’ve met his kind before.” 

From the way Dillion spoke, he’d met a lot of those kinds 
of men before. Rather than ask, Micah changed the subject 
away from whatever was digging at his mate. One thing 
he’d learned in their very short time together was that 
Dillion would tell him what was going on in his head in his 
own sweet time. Pushing him seemed to make him dig in his 
heels more firmly. He’d open up when he was ready, and 
Micah could wait. They had a million other issues that 
needed tending to anyway. 

“Can we go into town rather than going back to the 
farmhouse?” 

“Sure.” Dillion took his phone from his front pocket. “Call 
over to the house and let Cassidy know we're not coming 
back tonight. He programed his number in for me in case | 
got lost.” 

“Aw, he’s sweet.” Micah couldn’t wait to find out who all 
the men he’d met ended up with. The thought gave him 


pause. If he and Dillion moved away, he wouldn’t be privy to 
everything happening here. He could call or e-mail to find 
out, but it wouldn’t be the same as actually being here and 
being a part of everything. “We don’t have to stay away 
tonight. | just wanted to pick up my things in town. It was 
kind of Elliot to be so generous, but | miss my own clothing.” 

“Oh. Well, I’d like to show you my place, if you don’t 
mind.” Dillion flashed him a grin. “I'd like to have you in my 
bed for a night before we decide where we’re going to go.” 

“Are you really okay with moving?” The more Micah 
thought about starting over in a new place, the more 
excited he became, but by the same measure he started to 
miss the ranch and they weren’t even off the property. 
Annoyed at himself, he tried to focus on what was practical. 
He simply couldn’t make a living out here, and that was 
that. 

“If it’s what we need to do to be together, then I’m okay 
with it.” Dillion sighed and under his breath he said, “And | 
won't have to deal with the tale Kingsley will gleefully 
spread.” 

“What?” Micah wasn’t sure he’d heard his mate correctly. 

“Nothing. Just grousing over Kingsley and his crap. l’d 
just really like to fix his wagon about the damn coydog 
issue. Leaving Marshal hanging on that seems wrong to me 
somehow.” 

“How would you ‘fix his wagon,’ exactly?” Micah made 
quote marks in the air. He’d never heard that particular 
phrase in his life until he’d come west. 

“You mean besides making him eat my fist half a dozen 
times?” 

“Besides that.” Micah figured the sheriff wouldn’t be able 
to stand one blow from Dillion, let alone six. 

“I’d have to find a big, black coydog body that’s dead so 
that he thinks the beast has been dealt with. Otherwise, 
he’s never going to leave Marshal or the ranch alone. He'll 
keep coming out here and pestering everyone until the evil 
menace that made him pee his pants is dealt with.” 


“He peed his pants?” Micah’s brows climbed. Had he 
known that while facing the disgusting man, he wouldn’t 
have been able to keep a straight face. 

Dillion grinned and chuckled as he told Micah the tale 
about how the sheriff had been arresting Marshal’s mate in 
the most demeaning, bullying way possible and Marshal 
shifted. “In his massive coyote form, Marshal jumped on 
Kingsley, knocked him flat, then roared in his face with such 
menace the man wet himself.” 

“And poor Elliot?” 

“He’s the one who calmed Marshal down. If not for his 
mate, Marshal thinks he would have killed Kingsley on the 
spot.” 

“These people!” 

“What?” 

“Just that everyone here is so colorful and interesting.” 
Micah turned and watched the fields to the side of them roll 
away into the distance. 

“People aren't like that in the city?” 

“It’s different.” Micah thought of the street he lived on 
with his aunt and uncle. “I know the shopkeepers by name, 
and they’re all nice people, but they simply aren’t as vibrant 
as the people I’ve met here. | don’t know how to explain it.” 

“Maybe there’s a country boy in you after all.” 

Micah flashed Dillion a knowing grin. “Oh, I’ve definitely 
had a country boy in me.” Pointedly, he looked at Dillion’s 
lap. “More than once.” 

Dillion tossed back his head and laughed. “Damn, but 
you're good for me.” 

“lam?” 

“I’ve laughed and smiled more with you in the last two 
days than | have in weeks.” Dillion turned off the dirt road, 
crossed a cattle guard, then drove onto a blacktop that had 
seen better days. After a few miles, they turned onto what 
was simply referred to as the River Road. It was a state 
scenic byway that paralleled the mighty Colorado River. 

“You're good for me, too,” Micah said softly. 


“Yeah?” 

“I’ve never felt so self-assured.” For the first time in his 
life, Micah honestly felt like an adult. He’d been pushing so 
hard for everyone to recognize him as a grown-up, but once 
he stepped back and stopped squawking so loud, everyone 
seemed to recognize him as one. Most times the squeaky 
wheel got the grease, but sometimes a more subtle 
approach worked best. “I feel whole, | guess.” 

“Good.” Dillion cupped one big hand to Micah’s thigh. “l 
want you to always feel special because you are, and not 
just to me. Everyone who met you on the ranch cares about 
you, too. | want you to be happy. More than anything else in 
the world | really want that for you. And me.” 

“What really makes you happy?” Right now Micah would 
kill to have his camera. Dark clouds gathered behind the red 
mesas with the silt filled river in the foreground. The color 
combinations were visually stunning. 

“I guess just belonging. It’s something that I’ve always 
wanted, you know? To feel like | belong somewhere.” 

“Do you feel that in Scorpion?” Micah was starting to 
understand how difficult leaving might be for Dillion. He was 
torn between standing up for what he wanted and being 
sensitive to his mate’s needs. 

“| do for the most part.” Dillion’s face twisted up, and he 
frowned. “I don’t know what will happen with Kingsley.” 

“You mean the coydog thing?” Micah watched as Dillion 
nodded. However, something about the way his mate 
grimaced made Micah wonder if there was something else 
going on. Again, he didn’t push, but this time he worried 
that if he did he might accidently push Dillion away. 

When they entered the small town of Scorpion, Micah 
noticed two things right away. The first was that Dillion’s 
mood perked up considerably. The slight slump to his 
Shoulders was gone, and he sat up straight and proud. The 
other thing was that as he drove down Main Street, dozens 
of people waved to him. Wearing a huge grin, Dillion waved 
back. 


“You know a lot of people.” Micah waved at another 
cluster of people, this group on bikes. He didn’t know them, 
but he couldn’t help but wave when his mate did. Unlike the 
big city, everyone was so friendly here. “Are they from the 
Sprocket Heads group?” 

“Yeah. That’s Big Mike, Little Mike, Mac, and Ron. | think | 
stand out because of this.” Dillion slapped a hand to the 
dashboard of the truck. “Everyone calls her Shiny Blue.” 

All the way to the hotel, Dillion was grinning and waving. 
Once they got there they got out of the truck and entered. 

“Well, as | live and breathe! What in the world are you up 
to, Dillion? Don’t tell me you’re looking for a room.” The 
manager cast big blue eyes onto Micah. 

“Nothing like that, Fred.” Dillion grinned and wrapped his 
arm around Micah’s shoulders, pulling him close. “Micah had 
a room with you.” 

“Right!” Fred snapped his fingers. “I knew you were 
going on that overnight river trip, so when you didn’t come 
back | called over there and—” He waved off his own long- 
winded explanation. “Anyway, your stuff is here. Safe and 
sound.” Fred ducked behind a fabric curtain then returned 
with Micah’s suitcase. “I also have your gear from the river 
trip.” He held up the backpack Micah had purchased just for 
the trip. “JoAnne dropped it off.” 

“Small-town hospitality.” Micah was starting to 
appreciate the little city of Scorpion more and more. “Thank 
her for me?” 

“Sure thing.” Fred jiggled the mouse to wake up his 
computer. “Are you checking back in or settling up?” 

“Settling up.” 

“Ah.” Fred grinned and tossed his wad of light brown 
dreadlocks over his shoulder. Micah had never seen a 
balding man with dreadlocks. Somehow it worked for Fred. 
“You gonna shack up with The Problem Fixer?” 

Micah gave Dillion a questioning glance. 

“You didn’t tell him? Well, l'Il tell you that this is the man 
we turn to when we’ve got to get something done. Nobody 


but nobody can organize something like Dillion.” 

“It’s nothing.” 

“No, it’s not!” Fred boomed. “When Ted Derry’s boy 
needed surgery and they didn’t have the money, who got 
the town together to raise the funds? You did. When Big 
Mike’s daughter had that opportunity to go to Washington 
DC, who got people organized to get her funds, clothes, and 
what all? You did. You’re just way too modest.” 

Dillion grinned, and it was clear he enjoyed the praise 
but just as clear he hadn’t helped to get kudos. He’d helped 
because he genuinely enjoyed making things happen. Micah 
was touched by his generous spirit. Dillion’s roots did run 
deep here regardless of what he said. The thought of taking 
him away from this place for no reason other than Micah 
simply couldn’t trust that he’d find suitable work seemed 
unbelievably selfish. What made him feel even guiltier was 
the fact that Dillion was willing to compromise. He’d walk 
away from a place he felt at home just to please his mate. 
The tiny thread that had started to pull Micah into love grew 
stronger and tugged harder. 

Once Fred had the bill totaled up, Micah dug through the 
backpack, and sure enough, just as he suspected, his wallet 
was there with all his credit cards and cash. He hadn’t 
checked the waterproof bag, but he knew all his camera 
equipment was in there untouched. He paid his tab and left 
a tip for the clean room and for Fred keeping his bags for 
him. After saying good-bye, Dillion grabbed the larger bag 
while Micah carried the backpack. 

“Well, that saves us a stop.” Dillion put Micah’s bag 
behind the seat and then climbed in, as did Micah. 

“Where to next?” Micah looked around at the shops on 
Main Street. He’d wandered the town when he'd first 
arrived, but he wouldn’t mind a second stroll through the 
Shops with Dillion. 

“ld like to show you my house.” 

“You have a house?” For some reason, Micah had 
pictured Dillion as an apartment dweller. Probably because 


everyone he knew lived in apartments. “I’d love to see it.” 

“Great. And we’ve got lunch all ready to go.” He nodded 
toward the picnic basket Cassidy had filled for them. 

Dillion continued through town, and they waved to a few 
more people. Eventually, the buildings thinned out and the 
speed limit increased. Once they were about three miles out 
of the small city, Dillion turned off the main road onto a dirt 
road that went toward one of the foothills. Up at the top of a 
fairly steep drive was Dillion’s home. From up here he had a 
commanding view of the entire valley. 

Rather than the typical grass, his yard was what the 
locals called xeriscaped. Only local plants were used and the 
water requirements were nil once the plantings were 
established. It had a stark beauty, just like the vast desert. 

“Its a very green house in that it has a lot of passive 
solar for heat in the winter, minimal water use, things like 
that.” 

“Did you have it built?” Micah stepped inside, and his 
mouth dropped open. The interior looked like a New York loft 
with a lot of wide, open space and columns instead of walls. 
The entire front of the house had a wall made of glass, while 
the side walls and the entrance were stone. The floor was 
hardwood, and he wasn’t an expert but he was guessing 
oak. Fabrics that mimicked the colors of the southwest 
covered the oversized furniture. All in all, it was the most 
arrestingly beautiful place he’d ever been in. How in the 
world could he ever ask Dillion to leave this? As soon as he 
saw the place, Micah fell in love. He saw himself cuddled on 
the couch next to Dillion watching something on television 
that they ignored because they were too busy making out. 
Eventually, Dillion would make that growl, the low one that 
said he’d lost all his restraint and he needed Micah now. 
Micah would whimper back in his plaintive way, telling 
Dillion that he could do what he wanted with him. Anything. 
Everything. 

“You okay?” Dillion settled Micah’s bag in the foyer. 


“Yeah.” Micah nodded and set his backpack down next to 
his luggage. “I’ve never seen a more beautiful home.” 

“Really?” 

“Really.” Micah brushed away a sudden tear. 

“Oh, Micah.” Instantly, Dillion wrapped his arm around 
him and pulled him close. “What’s wrong?” 

“I just—it’s so deep here for you. | don’t want you to go, 
but I’m afraid to stay.” 

“Afraid? Of what?” Dillion made a series of soothing 
circles on Micah’s upper back. 

“Of not fitting in. Of not finding work. Of getting lost in 
your shadow.” Micah leaned back and peered up at his 
mate. “You are big, bold, and friendly. Everyone knows you, 
and you know everyone. What in the world would | bring to 
the party?” 


Chapter 11 


“You bring you.” Dillion started to grasp that Micah 
realized just how much he’d put down roots here in 
Scorpion. “I love it here and | love this house but not nearly 
as much as | love you.” The words were out before he even 
realized what he was going to Say. Still, at the stunned light 
in Micah’s eyes, he had no intention of taking them back. “l 
do, you know. It just hit me all at once that you are the right 
man for me and I do love you.” 

“You do?” 

“| do. | love the way you stood up to the sheriff, the way 
you were willing to take control in the bedroom, and the way 
you weren’t going to let me dictate everything just because 
I’m the alpha partner.” 

“You realize | love you for all those same reasons? You let 
me hold my own. You allowed me to be in charge. You didn’t 
balk when | expressed my opinion, but you also held me 
when | was afraid.” 

“Micah.” Dillion kissed the top of his head. “I will always 
be here for you. | know you want to work. So do I. Not 
having a job reminds me of my father. He never worked 
unless it was over some kind of a scheme. | hated that. The 
fear of not knowing if we were going to have a roof over our 
heads or food in the fridge. I’ve vowed | will never do that to 
myself or the man | love.” 

“So you really are going to walk away from the job with 
Wildlife Services?” 

“I have to. | can’t take their money for not working.” 

“Because your father did things like that.” 

“Right.” Dillion kissed Micah again, loving the fact that 
he was amazingly perceptive. 

“| guess I’m the opposite in that | want to be like my dad. 
He worked all the time, and | feel guilty if l'm not working.” 

“Do you think your dad wanted that for you?” 

“What do you mean?” 


“Well, you said he worked a lot and so he wasn’t around 
as much as you would have liked. I’m just wondering if he 
did that in an effort to give you a better life where you didn’t 
have to do what he did.” 

Micah was quiet for a very long time, and then he softly 
said, “I never thought of it that way. He was always talking 
about building a better life for me. How important it was for 
me to find my passion and do what | love.” 

“And what do you love to do?” 

Micah pulled back and gave Dillion a lusty grin. 

“Besides me!” Dillion laughed. 

“Taking pictures. | really do love it beyond what most 
people would think was normal. | would wander the streets 
—day, night, rain, shine—and just take pictures of 
everything that caught my eye.” 

“Things like what?” Dillion really didn’t understand how 
stock photography worked. 

“Like a fire hydrant covered in snow.” 

“Who would use that image?” 

“| don’t know.” Micah shrugged and then nestled a little 
tighter against Dillion. “I would just shoot and let the artists 
work that out. | took pictures of candles in windows, 
firefighters, car wrecks, interesting people—the only 
problem with that is | had to get model releases. That’s why 
| stuck mostly with objects.” 

“Why can’t you do that here?” 

Again, Micah was quiet for a very long time. “I guess | 
just didn’t think it was marketable here. There’s not as much 
stuff to look at. The city is so crowded with a million things 
crammed into one city block. Here you can go for miles and 
see maybe a hundred bushes that are all the same.” 

“But there’s all kinds of things that artists might be 
interested in. Landscapes and desert creatures and—oh, 
man.” 

“What?” 

“You say people pictures sell well but the model releases 
are a hassle?” 


“Yeah. So?” 

“How well do you think sexy cowboy pictures would 
sell?” Dillion didn’t have to see Micah’s face. He felt his grin 
against his chest. Teasingly, Dillion asked, “Are you getting a 
hard-on?” 

“I think so.” Micah looked up with his wickedly beautiful 
fuchsia eyes. “Maybe a sexy cowboy could help me out with 
that.” 

“Oh, | think so.” Dillion didn’t hesitate. He leaned over 
and tossed Micah up onto his shoulder. 

“You brute!” 

“It’s called a fireman’s carry, so you get to indulge your 
fantasy for firemen, cowboys, and uh, plumbers since I’m 
taking you into the bathroom.” 

“If you’re a plumber, shouldn’t your pants be down 
showing off your butt crack?” 

Dillion unbuttoned them and then shoved them down in 
the back. “Better?” 

“Oh, yes. Very sexy.” Micah went limp against his 

Shoulder. “Do with me what you will, you big strong man, 
you.” 
“First | will get you on your feet.” Dillion stood him in the 
middle of the master bathroom. It was done in sage and 
peach with touches of deep blue. To Dillion, they were the 
colors of the desert at sundown. “Then | will strip you bare.” 
In short order, Dillion had all of Micah’s clothing off. “And 
then | will sweep you into the shower where | will clean 
you.” He did that and then wrapped him in a thick, navy- 
blue towel. “And now | will take you into my bedroom and 
make the sweetest love to you.” 

Micah melted in his embrace. Dillion took his time 
peeling back the towel. Each time he exposed another part 
of Micah, he kissed and stroked him until he was literally 
thrashing in the confining cocoon of the cloth. 

“So desperate. So eager for more,” Dillion teased, kissing 
Micah’s cock through the towel. 

“I’m going to go mad. | just know it.” 


“Ooh. Then l'Il have to chain you up.” Dillion looked 
around. “Now where did | put those manacles?” 

“Like you'd really have to tie me up.” 

“No?” Dillion slowly pulled the towel back, exposing 
Micah to his hungry gaze. “God, you're really beautiful.” 

“| feel that way when you look at me.” 

“Im the luckiest man in the world.” Dillion lay down 
beside Micah and pulled him close. “I really don’t care where 
we live or what we do. As long as we have a bed and we can 
do this, I think l'Il be happy.” 

Micah leaned up to kiss him, and his lips trembled ever 
so slightly. Dillion wasn’t sure why, but that drove him crazy 
with lust. It was so heartbreakingly sweet that he swore he 
felt Micah’s kisses against his heart. As they worked against 
one another, Micah snuggled down until his cock rubbed 
against Dillion’s. The feel of his smooth, hairless flesh was 
erotic and so tempting. 

Right in the middle of their mutual bliss, the image of the 
pink panties popped into Dillion’s mind. Determined, he 
pushed it away. He wasn’t going to go there. Not when there 
was no need for accoutrements. They were new lovers with 
enough heat between them to almost start a fire. They 
would get to toys and costumes later. Much later. After their 
love had time to grow and solidify. He wanted Micah to love 
him completely before he dared to test their love in any 
way. 

“You feel so damn good, babe.” 

Micah grinned up at him and then wrapped both his 
hands around their cocks. Each time Dillion rocked his hips, 
he swiped hard against Micah’s prick and his trembling 
hands. To help steady him, Dillion wrapped his hands on the 
outside of Micah’s. 

“Fuck hard, Micah. Good and hard. | want to feel all that 
friction.” 

They had to adjust themselves a bit, but eventually, they 
were rocking their hips, rubbing their cocks, and fucking 
each other’s hands. Dillion had never done anything like it. 


As crazy as it seemed, it was like he was fucking and being 
fucked at the same time. 

Faster they went until suddenly, Micah lost his rhythm 
and spurted all over their fists and Dillion’s cock. The hot, 
sweet eruption pushed Dillion to climax. Overwhelmed, they 
lay together, panting, holding their hands very still until 
they recovered. 

“I honestly can’t remember ever being with anyone as 
inventive as you.” Dillion kissed Micah’s lips. 

“I think it’s because | don’t know anything.” 

“Is that it? Damn. And to think | always left the virgins 
alone.” 

“Ah, you were saving yourself for me.” 

“I think so.” Dillion and Micah dozed. From the angle 
where they lay they were able to watch the sunset fling 
colors on the La Sal Mountains. “We get the sunrise from 
here and a backsplash of the sunset.” 

“It’s stunning.” 

Rather than sit at the table, Dillion brought the picnic 
basket to the bed where they noshed on sandwiches, potato 
salad, and brownies. 

“Damn, that man can cook. I’m tempted to go live out 
there just for his food.” Dillion wiped his face then tossed 
the napkin into the basket. 

“I’ve always wanted to learn how to cook.” 

“Yeah?” Dillion had a vision of Micah in the kitchen 
fussing over his dinner. Oh, it was beyond sexist and 
possibly a little degrading, but he couldn’t help himself. 

“At home my aunt did all the cooking. The kitchen was 
her room. | only went in there when | was invited.” 

“You can go into my kitchen anytime you want.” 

“Aren't you generous!” 

“I am,” Dillion agreed. “I would even let you wear a cute 
little apron and nothing else.” 

Micah’s brows rose. “Am | cooking food or heating you 
up?” 

“Both? 


“Greedy much?” 

“You'd look good in one of those frilly little white apron 
things.” Dillion had a sudden vibrant image in his head. 

“You're twisted.” Micah took another corner off one of 
the brownies then deliberately snapped the lid back on the 
plastic container. “That’s enough of that.” 

“Those are way too addicting.” 

“They are.” 

Dillion cleaned everything up and took the leftovers to 
the kitchen. When he opened the fridge, he sighed. Bottled 
water, condiments, and something in a deli tray that looked 
old enough to start school in the fall. 

“Yikes.” Micah leaned into him, surveying the emptiness. 
“| guess we're going out for dinner?” 

“Why don’t we try cooking something together?” 

Micah grinned. “I like that idea.” 

Using his laptop, they looked at recipes and had more 
fun debating and planning than Dillion would have ever 
thought possible. Since they were trying to learn and not 
discourage themselves, they settled on a simple meal of 
baked chicken, potatoes au gratin, and a side of mixed 
frozen vegetables. 

“Dessert?” Dillion asked, his pointer hovering over that 
section on the recipe website. 

“After eating an entire tray of brownies? Maybe we'd 
better skip it.” 

“Or we can Sex it off.” 

“Ooh, good point. Let’s see what we have here.” Micah 
settled into his lap. Since all he was wearing was the towel 
wrapped around his hips, it wasn’t that difficult for Dillion to 
work his hand under the cloth. “You stroking my cock isn’t 
helping me think.” 

“No? Bummer.” Dillion kept right on with his easy 
teasing. 

“Okay, | vote for something simple like ice cream.” 

“Perfect.” Dillion closed the laptop. “Now that dinner is 
decided, | say we get in a workout before we start cooking.” 


“I like the way you think.” 

Before they could even get started, Dillion’s cell went off. 
Annoyed, he still answered with his usual brightness. He 
quickly found himself mired in a long discussion about 
where the Sprocket Heads were going to go next weekend. 
There were those who wanted to ride all the way out to 
Dead Horse Point and others who wanted to stay closer to 
home and hit Poison Spider Mesa. Dillion was easy in that he 
didn’t mind either ride. He then got to talking with Big Mike 
about borrowing a bike for Micah to ride. 

“That the cutie in the truck with you today?” 

“Yes indeed.” 

“Sounds like love.” 

“I think so.” Dillion turned around and smiled at Micah. It 
took him a moment to realize he was asleep. God, he looked 
so beautiful. He’d turned on the lamp next to the arm chair 
and soft light filtered through his butterscotch hair, making 
his sunburned cheeks glow. His lips were a little darker than 
normal, probably from Dillion’s after-five-o’clock shadow 
chapping them up, but most stunning of all was the way 
he’d just been so comfortable in his home that he fell 
asleep. 

Finally, Dillion and the rest got the issue resolved, and 
Dillion disconnected the call. He sat simply watching his 
mate for a long time. Micah’s chest rose and fell in a slow 
rhythm. In the calm moment, Dillion found great clarity. It 
didn’t really matter where they lived or what they did to 
make a living as long as they were together. He enjoyed his 
house and he’d worked diligently on the plans and the 
building of his vision, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t build 
it again with Micah somewhere else. He knew he could sell 
this place in a snap to someone else who would care for it 
just the way he did. It was, after all, still simply a house. The 
man dozing in his easy chair was far more important. 

Dillion wrote a note and propped it next to Micah. On the 
off chance he woke up, he didn’t want him to worry and 
wonder where he’d gone. Dillion then dressed and left as 


quietly as he could. He wanted Micah to rest so tonight he 
could rip up the sheets with him again. Or maybe he’d make 
slow, tender love to him. Perhaps both. Grinning with the 
possibilities, Dillion went into town to shop. 

In the grocery store, he was waylaid by three people he 
knew, and as they stood there jawing, his ice cream got 
mushy. He took it back, got a fresh container, paid, and 
finally found his way back home. Unsure if Micah was awake 
or not, he entered as quietly as he could, set the groceries 
on the kitchen counter, put the ice cream in the freezer, 
then went into the living room. Micah was no longer in the 
chair. 

Thinking he’d gone to bed, Dillion toed off his shoes, 
dumped his keys and wallet on the coffee table, then walked 
toward his room. In the hall, he could see Micah wasn’t 
there, either. His heart started doing flip-flops until he 
realized the bathroom light was on. Since the door was 
open, he peered around the doorway and his jaw almost hit 
the floor. 

“What the hell are you doing?” 

Micah spun away from admiring himself in the mirror. His 
eyes were as wide and as round as his mouth. “I can 
explain.” 

“You can explain what you were doing going through my 
drawers?” 

“No.” Micah hung his head and mumbled, “I’m sorry.” 

“And you thought, what? You’d put those on to make fun 
of me?” 

Up came Micah’s head, and his eyes narrowed. “Fun of 
you? Maybe you'd better explain why you have a drawer full 
of women’s panties.” 


Chapter 12 


"m 


“I don’t have to explain anything.” Dillion crossed his 
arms over his chest. He looked both defensive and 
ashamed. 

Micah held his ground. “I’m the first guy you’ve ever had, 
aren’t I? That’s why all the female underwear. You calling me 
babe and telling me I’m beautiful. You wish | was a woman.” 

Dillion gritted his teeth but said nothing. 

Micah had thought he was wrong. He wanted to be 
wrong, but Dillion’s silence seemed to say that he was right. 

“Get out of my way.” Micah wasn’t sure what had 
possessed him to put on the pink panties. Maybe because 
they matched the color of his eyes. Against his now 
perfectly tan skin, the color looked amazing. But what he 
couldn’t comprehend was why Dillion would have several 
pairs of women’s panties in various colors unless he liked 
women. Maybe he’d only settled for Micah because he had 
to. 

“No.” Dillion closed the bathroom door and locked it. “l 
don’t want you to be a woman. That’s not it at all.” 

“What is it, then?” Micah put his hands on his hips, and 
Dillion’s gaze followed his motion then dropped down to his 
crotch. For whatever reason, Micah started to get hard. 
Dillion’s lids lowered and his breathing hitched. In a sudden 
flash of insight, Micah thought he understood. All the 
panties were new. All of them were small sizes. He had a 
feeling Dillion used them to fuel his fantasies and they 
weren’t about women. He wanted exactly what he had now 
—a young man wearing women’s underwear. As to why such 
a thing would interest Dillion, Micah hadn’t a clue, but as far 
as he was concerned, cross-dressing was a rather minor 
issue. 

“Do you want me to take them off?” 

Dillion shook his head. His gaze never left Micah’s bulge 
in the pink panties. 


Micah turned back toward the mirror. “I like the way they 
look on me.” He wasn’t sure if that’s what Dillion wanted to 
hear. He would be happy to indulge his mate’s kink if only 
he knew exactly what it was he wanted. When he’d found 
the underwear, he had been shocked, then angry, then 
oddly excited, then desperately curious as to why Dillion 
had them. But right now all he knew was his mate’s fantasy 
involved him wearing pink panties. The longer Dillion looked 
at him, the harder Dillion’s cock became, which also made 
Micah’s prick stiffen. 

“You naughty boy.” Dillion stepped behind Micah. “Look 
at your cock in those panties.” 

Micah dropped his gaze and watched, mesmerized, as 
Dillion reached around and cupped him through the silky 
fabric. He sucked in a sharp breath at how delicious the feel 
of Dillion’s hot, moist hand was. Somehow, the fabric 
seemed to echo their combined body heat, which made 
Micah sweat. 

“You're so hard you're making a wet spot.” Dillion rubbed 
his finger over the spot, enlarging it and sending Micah into 
a series of gasped breaths. Just when he didn’t think he 
could take anymore, Dillion pressed against his backside. 
“Naughty boy in the pretty pink panties.” 

Micah remained silent, hoping to gain more clues about 
what exactly Dillion wanted. 

“If you want to dress like a girl, l'II treat you like one.” 
Dillion stepped back, wrenched open his jeans, and then 
pressed his big, thick cock right into the split of Micah’s 
bottom. The feel of his heat and how he worked his cock up 
and down sent Micah’s senses reeling. “I’m going to bend 
you over this vanity and fuck you.” 

Micah shivered so hard he almost collapsed in a heap. 
Dillion’s voice was raw with lust as he pressed Micah down, 
pushing him against the countertop. His bulge was up, 
almost like Dillion had displayed his silk-covered cock on the 
edge. 

“Lift your pretty little ass.” 


Slowly, deliberately, Micah cupped the edge of the 
counter and lifted his bottom. 

“You naughty, naughty boy.” 

Closing his eyes, Micah simply enjoyed the feel of his 
mate’s arousal working against his bottom. Dillion didn’t 
rush. He took his time, and when Micah lifted his lids 
Slightly, he discovered Dillion’s attention was rapt on 
watching what he was doing to Micah’s backside. 

“I'll bet you’ve got a sweet little boy pussy, too.” 

Micah’s eyes opened wide. He’d never heard such vulgar 
talk. The raunchiness of it excited him. The blending of male 
and female terms was something that clearly turned Dillion 
on, but it was just as clear he wasn’t interested in women. 
This was like a play. Dillion seemed to be pretending he 
caught Micah in women’s panties and therefore he had to 
punish him for his perversion. Micah had never in his wildest 
fantasies imagined anything like this, but here and now, 
right in the moment, he was so aroused he was trembling all 
over. 

“Let me see that sweet little hole.” Dillion yanked down 
the back of the panties and then spread Micah’s cheeks 
wide. 

Shivering with excitement, Micah uttered a whimper that 
was so raw with need it clearly told Dillion he was more than 
willing to keep playing this game. 

“Look at that. You’re as pink as the panties. All smooth 
and hairless like a pretty boy. Now let’s see how sweet you 
are.” Dillion spread his cheeks wider apart and then slipped 
his tongue against Micah’s hole. 

Shocked by the intense feeling, Micah jerked forward. 

“You’re not going anywhere you naughty boy.” Dillion 
held Micah’s hips with his massive hands and continued to 
tongue him with rough, hungry need. “I’m going to make 
you all good and wet, and then I’m going to show you what 
happens to naughty boys who wear panties.” 

Clinging to the countertop, Micah angled his body up to 
receive more of Dillion’s delicious punishment. Never in his 


life had he ever been so aroused. If his prick wasn’t fiercely 
contained by the way Dillion had him situated, Micah would 
have climaxed. But he couldn’t. Not with the fabric taut 
across his cock and balls and the countertop squeezing him 
almost like a cock ring would. 

When Dillion deemed him ready, he stood and caught 
Micah’s gaze in the mirror. For a long time, they simply 
stared at each other. Slowly, Dillion mouthed the words 
thank you, and Micah mouthed you’re welcome. Dillion’s 
smile expressed happiness, relief, and pure, unadulterated 
lust. 

“You want me to fuck this sweet, pink hole?” 

Micah bit his lower lip and then nodded. 

Dillion grabbed something from the countertop, poured it 
into his hand, and then pumped two of his fingers deep into 
Micah, making him close his eyes and roll back his head. 

“Damn, you’re tight. I’m going to have to work you open 
for my cock.” 

Micah’s fingers dug into the countertop as he 
surrendered to Dillion’s rough probing. Each thrust of his 
digits was punctuated with more raunchy talk. Micah’s head 
was spinning. He wanted to climax so desperately, but he 
also wanted to last for Dillion. 

“You ready for me?” Dillion pressed the very tip of his 
cock against Micah. 

Nodding, Micah gripped against the countertop. 

“ĮI love you, Micah.” 

Through the mirror, Micah met Dillion’s intense gaze. “l 
love you, too.” 

With almost heartbreaking slowness, Dillion eased his 
cock inside Micah. His fingertips dug into his flesh so Dillion 
could hold his hips up and steady while Micah braced 
himself against the cabinet. Every cell in his body felt 
charged with life. His excitement grew to a shattering peak 
when Dillion was fully within his body. 

“Oh, God.” Dillion closed his eyes and just held on to 
Micah’s hips. As soon as he’d collected himself, his eyes 


Snapped open, and his gaze riveted to Micah’s cock. The 
pink fabric was so tight against his body it outlined his cock 
perfectly. The tiny wet spot Dillion had toyed with earlier 
was bigger. “You’re making a mess in your pretty panties.” 

“I can’t help it.” Micah arched his back a little more and 
clenched his bottom tightly around Dillion’s cock. 

“I’m going to make you cream all over them.” 

Dillion reached around and stroked Micah through the 
silky fabric. His skin was so sensitized that each brush of 
Dillion’s fingers felt magnified a thousand times. Micah was 
unable to breathe from gasping and straining to hang on. 

“Come for me.” 

When Dillion growled it in his ear like a command, Micah 
couldn’t hold back any longer. He climaxed in such a torrent 
he spurted out the top of the panties. 

Something about seeing Micah find release seemed to 
push Dillion right over the edge. He moved his hand back to 
Micah’s hip and started thrusting in earnest. Each stroke 
brought him higher as evidenced by his breathing and the 
way he clenched his jaw. Eventually, Dillion literally lifted 
Micah off his feet and poured his release deep into his 
bottom. 

After holding him up for a long time, Dillion settled Micah 
back on his feet. Dillion then wrapped his arms around him 
and kissed him wildly. Micah’s head was turned at an 
awkward angle to accept Dillion’s kiss, but he didn’t care. 
His mate was so happy he was almost in tears. 

“Thank you. Oh, God, Micah, thank you.” 

Even though what they’d just shared was kinky sex, 
Micah thought it went beyond that. Without words he 
showed Dillion that he could trust him with his deepest, 
darkest secret. And in the same way, Dillion told Micah that 
whatever he found himself curious or interested in, he could 
safely share that with his mate. 

“| have never, ever been so turned-on.” Dillion released 
Micah so they could look at each other through the mirror. 


“I’ve always had this fantasy about finding my boyfriend in 
pink panties and playing out this scenario, but | never...” 

Micah waited, knowing Dillion would tell him when he 
gathered his thoughts. 

“Once, and only once, | told a man | was seeing what | 
wanted. He said | was sick and really wanted women. | was 
furious, but what made things worse was he told everyone 
on the base. | was ridiculed so badly | ended up being 
transferred.” 

“No wonder you didn’t want to tell me.” Micah 
understood his reluctance and his terror that everything 
he'd experienced in the past, all the negative 
consequences, were happening all over again. “I don’t even 
know what compelled me to put them on.” 

“Why were you looking through my drawers?” Dillion 
looked more perplexed than angry. 

“I was looking for a T-shirt to wear.” Micah wrapped his 
arms around Dillion’s. “I wanted something that smelled like 
you.” 

“Were you angry?” 

Micah shrugged. “I felt a whole bunch of different 
emotions, but more than anything | was curious. | knew they 
wouldn’t fit you. | think that’s why I put them on. And they 
felt so slick since | don’t have hair down there anymore.” 
Micah blushed a little, but he had to be honest. “I think if 
you hadn’t come in | would have climaxed just from the way 
they slicked against me when | moved.” 

“So you're not upset?” 

“No. I’m sorry | invaded your privacy, but in a way I’m 
also glad | did.” 

“Me, too.” Dillion sighed. “When I was a teenager, | saw 
this picture of a man, a very athletic man, wearing a garter 
belt, thigh-high stockings, and panties. What excited me 
was the contrast. He was so clearly male and the clothing 
was so deeply feminine.” Dillion looked down to where 
Micah’s softening cock was still clearly outlined by the shiny 
fabric. “It’s that contrast of male and female that excites 


me, but | don’t like women. Wait. | like women just fine but 
not as sexual partners.” 

“I understand.” Micah looked down then back up to 
Dillion’s eyes. “I don’t mind doing this at all.” 

“Really?” 

“Really. | was compelled to put them on, and | still don’t 
know why. Maybe the differentness, or the sheer perversity 
of it was exciting. When you first walked in, | thought | was 
going to die of shame. And then | realized how excited you 
were.” 

“The pink matches your eyes perfectly.” 

“Did the sheriff say something to you about them?” 
Micah sensed there was something said when the sheriff 
had confronted them. 

“Yeah.” Dillion sighed. “He found out about the story 
from my ex-commander and tossed it in my face.” 

“And you're worried he'll tell everyone in town?” 

“Yeah.” Dillion tensed. 

“No one is going to believe him.” 

“You think?” 

“I do. He’s such a homophobic blowhard that if he does 
say you like pink panties the obvious question would be how 
he knows.” Micah snickered. “Just think of the fun you could 
have with that.” 

Dillion laughed and the tension in his body dissipated. “l 
never thought of it that way, but you're right. Kingsley 
spreads so much shit about everyone that | don’t think 
anyone believes anything he says.” 

“So you're okay?” 

“Lam now.” 

“So we're okay, too?” 

“We are.” Dillion grinned. “Let’s get cleaned up and go 
see what trouble we can get into in the kitchen.” 

They showered again and this time Dillion shaved since 
his rough beard had chapped Micah’s tender buttocks. He 
still couldn’t quite wrap his head around having his most 
shameful secret exposed and then finding a commonality 


with his mate. Unreal. It also made Dillion consider there 
really was something to this mate business. He had been 
unable to find a partner who accepted him completely so 
the universe had to do it for him. Dillion couldn’t be happier. 

They had just as much fun making dinner as they had 
deciding on what to make. While the chicken was baking, 
they set the table, prepped the vegetables, and then settled 
on the couch to watch the city lights below. There weren’t a 
whole lot, but it was mindlessly soothing. Dillion had never 
felt so comfortable with anyone. He felt he could tell Micah 
everything and he would simply accept him for who he was. 
Unconditional love was amazingly powerful. 

“So | guess we should talk about where you want to go.” 
Dillion was even more ready to do what he had to do in 
order to come to a compromise with his mate. 

“| want to stay here.” 

“Really?” Dillion almost smacked himself. “I’m sorry | 
keep answering really to everything. | swear | am far more 
eloquent.” 

“It’s fine. Really.” Micah grinned. “I think l'Il be able to 
make a living with pictures of the area, and your idea about 
photographing the cowboys on the Rough River Ranch is a 
good one. | think they’d sell like crazy.” 

“That’s wonderful.” He looked around at his cozy house. 
“I had convinced myself | could let this place go, and | do 
think | could, but I’m awfully glad that | don’t have to.” 

“Me, too. As soon as | walked in here, | swear | felt like | 
was home. It’s oddly like a New York loft with the high 
ceiling, open floor plan, and the columns instead of walls. 
But what really got me was the wall of glass.” 

“My favorite part, too.” Dillion loved the spaciousness 
that the big windows gave the house. “I have someone 
come every two weeks to clean them.” 

They admired the view for a moment. 

“I think | have a job for you.” 

It was on the tip of Dillion’s tongue to say really, but he 
refrained and instead asked, “What job is that?” 


“You could be a river guide.” 

“You mean take tourists down the Colorado?” 

“Yes indeed.” Micah nodded. “You're strong, personable, 
good at problem solving. | think you’d be a natural.” 

“You're brilliant!” Dillion’s mind raced with the 
possibilities. “I’ve actually had two people make the offer, 
but | was committed to Wildlife Services. How in the world 
did you come up with that?” 

“I think all that kinky sex totally cleared my mind.” 

“So what about you?” Dillion asked, stroking his fingers 
through Micah’s hair. 

“What about me?” 

“A fantasy you’ve always wanted to act out.” 

“Ah.” Micah’s gaze seemed to soften and become rather 
dreamy. “I’ve always had this fantasy about doing a photo 
shoot where I’m part of the shot—dress up, you know?—and 
taking the pictures with this other male model. Anyway, we 
have to stand close together and he gets so turned-on he 
just can’t help but ravish me.” 

“Ravish you?” 

Micah blushed and nodded. “It’s like he just gets so 
aroused from being pressed against me he can’t help 
himself. While he’s fucking my brains out the camera is still 
going.” 

“| would love to help you act that out.” Dillion considered 
where they could set things up. 

“Oh, no. If we’re going to bring that to life, | need 
costumes, and my tripod, not to mention lights, and—” 

“A whole big production.” 

“Yep.” 

“Ooh, with props and everything.” 

“Of course. Remember it’s supposed to be a professional 
photo shoot.” 

The timer went off, and together they surveyed the 
chicken. 

“Looks done to me.” 


“According to the websites, the juices should run clear,” 
Micah reminded. 

“How do we start them running?” 

“Poke a hole in it?” 

Dillion stabbed the chicken with a fork and tilted the pan. 
The juices were clear, and then they hit the hot grease that 
had gathered and splattered. 

“Okay, there has to be a better way to do that.” While 
Dillion put that on the stove top to rest, Micah reheated the 
vegetables, and they put everything on the table. 

“Wine!” Dillion smacked his forehead. “I knew | was 
forgetting something.” 

“I’m not old enough to drink.” 

“That’s right. | forgot that you were my sweet young boy 
toy.” 

“Watch your mouth, mister. l'Il take pictures of you while 
you sleep.” 

“Is it that bad?” 

“Eh.” Micah shrugged. “Mouth open, drool...naw. It’s not 
thatbad. Not for such an old man.” 

“Ah. Got it. No more cracks about age.” 

They tucked in and discovered that they had done a 
damn good job for a first home-cooked meal. While they 
roughly sketched out their food plans for the rest of the 
week, Micah seemed distracted. 

“Do tell.” 

“I think | might have a way to fix Kingsley’s wagon.” 


Chapter 13 


“You're bringing me photographs? What the fuck good 
are these?” Kingsley tossed the stack of pictures back at 
Dillion, who refused to bend over and pick them up. 

Micah, along with Elliot, Marshal, and Cassidy, were 
watching the interaction from the porch. 

Under his breath, Elliot whispered, “God. That man is 
such an ass.” 

“Looks like Dillion is holding his own.” Marshal watched 
with them because when he’d gone over to interject, 
Kingsley had pitched such an epic fit Marshal worried he’d 
have a stroke right there on his property. He’d snickered 
that the last thing they needed was for the man to pee his 
pants again. 

“Dillion is playing it perfectly.” Micah was careful to keep 
a grin off his face. He didn’t want the sheriff to suspect 
anything. Last night he and Dillion had role-played the 
scenario out with Marshal’s help so that they could try to 
predict anything and everything Kingsley might say or do. 

“I’m telling you that | got three of them. The proof is 
right there.” Dillion nodded to the scattered photographs. 

“Bodies. | want the goddamned bodies!” 

“Those things weigh over a hundred pounds apiece. If 
you want to drag them down off the mesas, be my guest.” 
Dillion pulled a folded-up paper from his back pocket. “I’ve 
marked where the bodies are, but by now | imagine the 
crows and other carrion eaters have done their damage. You 
are free to go up and drag back whatever is left, but doing 
that is not part of my job.” 

“You fucking pansy.” 

“What?” Dillion leaned into the sheriff. From a distance, 
the difference in their heights and weights was very 
apparent. “I didn’t quite catch that, Sheriff. Maybe you'd 
better speak up so when | call my supervisor he can hear 
you.” 


Kingsley gritted his teeth and practically snarled at 
Dillion, but he didn’t spout off again. “Fine! Leave them up 
there to rot. But there better not be any more trouble with 
those things on this ranch. l'Il have the place shut down!” 

Micah rolled his eyes. What was so shocking was that the 
overblown bully really thought he had the power to do such 
a thing. For crying out loud, he was the sheriff, not the god 
of Scorpion County. Apparently, Judd Kingsley had forgotten 
just how far his powers extended. Micah was doubly glad 
now that he’d found a way to fix his wagon. 

“I understand how scared you are,” Dillion said, his voice 
mockingly conciliatory. “In your panic, you imagined the one 
who knocked you down was bigger than he actually was.” 

“That thing was as big as a man.” 

“I think your fear magnified the truth.” 

“| wasn’t afraid.” Kingsley stiffened. 

“Oh. Of course not.” Again, Dillion’s voice was tauntingly 
mollifying. “You wet your pants because you wanted to 
prevent the creature from eating you. Good move. Most 
animals instinctively fear urine.” 

Kingsley’s face turned thunderous. Micah figured if he 
was going to have a stroke, now would be the time. But no. 
He managed to suck in enough air to keep himself from 
passing out. 

“I'll see that you’re fired. You'll never work for the city, 
county, or state again.” 

“Oh, thanks for the offer, but you’re too late.” 

Kingsley’s thick salt-and-pepper unibrow rose. 

“I turned in my notice this morning. | don’t think | can 
work for a place that has me out shooting what amounts to 
domesticated coyotes.” 

“Domesticated? Those things?” Kingsley pointed 
dramatically at the abandoned pictures. “Those things are 
wild beasts that killed two men.” 

“Who we figured were taunting the poor creatures.” 

“That wasn’t proven.” Kingsley smirked. “I certainly 
wasn’t taunting the one who attacked me.” 


“You mean the one who knocked you down and made 
you pee your pants?” 

The very calm, cool way Dillion asked that question 
practically had Micah peeing his pants from suppressing his 
laughter. It was epic how he took every opportunity to 
remind the man of his moment of shame. 

Rather than answer back, Kingsley spun on his heel and 
stomped over to his Ford Bronco. As he hauled himself into 
the driver’s seat, he looked right at Marshal. “You keep your 
nose clean. | don’t want to hear about no more deaths out 
here. And if one more missing man shows up on your ranch, 
lm going to launch an investigation.” Under his breath he 
mumbled, “Damn you all to hell, | know something ain’t right 
here.” 

In concert, they all waved good-bye to the sheriff. Micah 
waited until he had turned off the long drive then retrieved 
the photographs. “What an idiot.” 

“That’s putting it mildly.” Dillion helped him scoop up the 
scattered pictures. “I would have used much more colorful 
adjectives.” 

“Or expletives.” 

“That, too.” Dillion grinned and then leaned over to kiss 
Micah. “You were amazing.” 

“Me?” Micah blinked innocently. “Why, | didn’t do 
anything at all.” 

Back on the porch, Micah handed the stack of photos to 
Marshal. “Just in case he comes back and you need them.” 

Marshal flipped through the stack until he got to the one 
of himself. “You don’t know how creepy it is to see myself as 
a dead coyote.” 

Micah looked over the shot with his critical eye. “I think 
your shoot went the best. You play dead very well.” 

“Especially when there’s chores to be done.” Cassidy 
grinned and stepped back before Marshal could swat him. 

“Thanks a million, Micah. You really did come through for 
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us 


“You're welcome, and it was my pleasure. Besides, you 
and your men did the hard part.” After having them shift, 
Micah had used his prop skills to make them look dead, and 
then he’d taken several pictures. Dillion had rejected them 
because they were way too professional looking. Using the 
camera on his cell phone was much more realistic since he 
wouldn’t carry a professional-grade camera with him on a 
hunt but always had his cell. He’d then e-mailed the shots to 
the director at Wildlife Services, who printed them out for 
Kingsley. 

“So you two fixing to stay up here on the ranch?” 

“Sadly, no.” Micah slipped his arm around Dillion’s waist. 
“But | will be staying with Dillion in town.” 

“That’s great!” Cassidy’s smile was truly a happy one. 

“You two are always welcome out here any time.” 

“I'd like to talk to you about that.” Micah drew Marshal 
away. He discussed with him the possibility of shooting the 
cowboys for the stock photography site. Marshal wouldn’t 
mind doing it, but he wasn’t about to volunteer his men. He 
would leave it up to each of them, but he’d be happy to ask 
around for Micah. 

“But | think Dooley is going to want an exchange.” 

Micah considered. “I really would like to know, so I'd be 
happy to undergo some tests. l'Il have to talk Dillion into it, 
but | think he can be persuaded.” 

“Good. Better you two than me and Elliot.” 

“Well, just because we find out something about my 
situation doesn’t mean it automatically extends to the rest 
of you.” 

Marshal frowned. 

“Dillion shifted before we mated as humans. So far he’s 
the first. | know it seems weird, what Dooley is asking, but 
knowledge is power. Right now Dillion and | are refraining 
from shifting because we don’t know what will happen. You 
two should get checked out, too.” 

“You have a point.” Marshal grimaced. “God. Dooley is 
going to be so happy.” 


“It’s science, and he really does care.” 

“Don’t | know it.” Marshal clapped Micah’s back. “Still, 
you go first.” 

“| will.” Micah hesitated for a moment, but he felt 
compelled to point out some other potential issues. “Il was 
talking to Jake and he told me about the shadows. He said 
they made him an offer.” 

“The one where he and Nathan could have kids?” 

“Yes. | don’t know if they could grant us another way to 
have children, but given the fact the beta mates are 


hermaphroditic in coyote form, | think they were just 
bluffing. | don’t believe they have that kind of power.” 
“Neither do |.” 


“I think we already have that power, but we'll need 
Dooley’s help to find out.” 

“I'll talk to Elliot. | guess if you can do it, we can, too.” 

“Good.” 

Micah dutifully went and let Dooley do his tests. It simply 
wasn’t as bad as anything the two alpha males were 
imagining. Dooley drew his blood and then took a semen 
sample. Yes, he had to stroke Micah, but it wasn’t a big deal. 
It wasn’t like Dooley was turned-on by what he was doing. 

When Micah was done, he and Dillion said good-bye and 
left the ranch. Dooley would call as soon as he had the 
results. Once they were back in town, they went around 
dropping off Dillion’s newly updated resume to the local 
river running companies. Trade Winds hired him on the spot. 

“I can’t believe | start next Monday.” Dillion was so 
excited he was practically vibrating. 

“You're going to be so good at this.” 

“It’s going to be a bit of a pay cut.” Dillion pulled into the 
grocery store parking lot. 

“We'll be fine.” Micah wouldn’t mind dipping into his 
trust for a while. Eventually, they would settle everything 
out. 

“We will be fine. | know we will.” Dillion parked the truck 
and they went shopping. 


Micah was amazed at how many people they ran into 
who knew Dillion. “If you ever decided to run for mayor, | 
think you’d be a slam dunk.” 

Dillion stopped so fast his boots left little black scuff 
marks on the linoleum. “I would, wouldn’t 1?” A new light 
came into his eyes. “Maybe not mayor. Maybe something 
else.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like sheriff.” 

“Oh, my.” Micah couldn’t help but smile. “That would 
really fix Kingsley’s wagon, wouldn’t it?” Micah would 
Support Dillion one hundred percent. “When’s he up for 
reelection?” 

“| don’t know. It’s every four years, but whenever it 
comes up again, I’m running.” 

“Good.” 

Days quickly turned into a week, and Dooley called to 
Share the interesting test results. Micah’s sperm count as a 
coyote was low, but he was definitely fertile. His blood work 
showed that he did indeed have female hormones while he 
was in coyote form, but they weren’t quite high enough for 
him to be considered in heat. Dooley was now hounding 
Dillion for a sample, but so far he remained too squeamish. 
Micah promised Dooley he’d keep chipping away at him. But 
Dooley’s information only gave Micah more questions. 
Knowing he could conceive didn’t answer what his offspring 
would be. Sadly, no one could answer that unless he dared 
to try and see. So far, Micah simply wasn’t ready. 

His and Dillion’s lives meshed well without much trouble. 
As long as they were honest with one another and shared 
their needs, there was very little they couldn’t accomplish. 
After going out to the ranch for a photo shoot, they were 
back in town when Micah directed Dillion to what looked like 
an abandoned warehouse. 

“It’s not abandoned,” Micah assured Dillion. “It’s just low 
key.” 


Dillion peered around at the empty parking lot. “It looks 
like the set for one of those teen slasher pictures. | can 
practically hear the creepy music starting up in the 
background.” 

“Come on, sweetie. Trust me. I’m a photographer.” 

As soon as they got inside, Dillion grinned. “Oh, baby.” 
He was examining the set with fascination. “Pirates?” 

“The puritan and the libertine. We’re on the prow of a 
Ship.” Micah handed Dillion his costume. “You are the 
libertine.” 

“| get to be the lusty man who thinks only of physical 
pleasures?” Dillion waggled his brows. “And I’m going to 
debauch you?” 

A shiver of pleasure washed through Micah’s body. He’d 
waited a long time to act this out. He’d never told anyone 
but Dillion. And he was as excited as he was nervous. “Being 
an innocent puritan, I’m going to resist you, but of course 
you will overpower me.” 

“Right. But if you get really scared, you’re going to say 
kiwi.” 

“Right.” Micah and Dillion had discussed the fantasy in 
detail, but since it was a ravishment scenario, they needed 
a safe word. Since kiwi was unlikely to come up in the story 
line, it was perfect. 

“You're shaking.” 

“I’m nervous.” 

“Why?” Dillion stroked his fingers tenderly down Micah’s 
arm. 

“I think I’m just excited to finally get to do this.” 

“I'll make it good for you.” 

“I know.” Micah leaned up and kissed him. “Now go get 
dressed.” 

They stepped to separate areas of the warehouse to 
dress in their costumes then Micah turned on all the lights 
and ensured the camera was working. He had a wireless 
remote shutter release in his costume so while he was in the 
shot he could also control the camera. 


When Dillion stepped out onto the stage, every cell in 
Micah’s body went crazy. He was stunning. Rather than 
classic costumes, Micah had gone for an almost steampunk 
look. Tight, faded jeans wrapped around Dillion like a lover’s 
caress, but his silk brocade jacket in rich emerald matched 
his eyes. Since he was the libertine, he was shirtless. With 
the jacket undone, a good portion of Dillion’s hairy chest 
was exposed. Rather than bother with shoes, Micah had left 
them out of both outfits. 

For his part, Micah was dressed in even less authentic 
time period clothing since the actual puritan style was 
dreadfully dull. Instead, he wore clothing that was simple, 
plain, and easily ripped apart. His pants were brown, his 
shirt was black, and both garments were very loose. His 
shirt was buttoned all the way up and also along his wrists 
so his body wasn’t displayed. He’d slicked back his hair 
which made him look almost impossibly innocent. As soon 
as Dillion saw him, he licked his lips. 

To help get Dillion used to the sound of the camera, 
Micah touched the shutter release in his pocket and now it 
was Clicking a picture every three seconds. As he directed 
Dillion into position and took his place near him, Micah’s 
heart was beating so fast he almost passed out. 

Dillion played his part to perfection. As they moved 
through the positions on what would appear to be the prow 
of an old ship to the camera eye, Dillion became ever more 
aroused. He pressed closer to Micah’s backside and touched 
him intimately when there was no reason to do so. Dillion 
would apologize, but his voice was dripping with innuendo 
and false contriteness. 

When Micah came to the last pose, where he was 
captured in the libertine’s arms with his back against his 
chest, Dillion made his move. With both hands, he spun 
Micah around, grasped the edges of his shirt collar, and then 
ripped them apart. All the buttons flew off as Dillion exposed 
Micah’s chest with one violent yank. 


Micah almost creamed his pants. Despite his protests, 
Dillion kept right on manhandling him by shoving the shirt 
off, pulling Micah into his arms, and kissing him as Micah 
upped his struggles to get away. Dillion’s arms clamped 
around him like a vise. 

“I want you. And I’m going to have you.” Dillion drew 
Micah down to the floor of the ship, his mouth hungry 
against Micah’s tender neck. Dillion bit him as he cupped his 
cock through the pants. “You want me, too.” 

Micah protested, but he was so excited he could barely 
speak. 

Dillion kept on kissing him, biting him, and rubbing him 
in his forceful seduction. Micah pushed against Dillion’s 
massive shoulders, but even using every bit of strength he 
had he was no match for him. When Dillion looked up at him 
and flashed a dangerously sexy grin, it was obvious he knew 
it, too. 

“I’m going to fuck you, and there’s nothing you can do.” 
Menace flashed in his emerald eyes as the camera clicked 
away. Dillion grabbed the waistband of Micah’s trousers and 
violently popped the button off. Then he grasped either side 
above the zipper. 

Micah braced himself for the ripping of his pants, and 
Dillion didn’t disappoint. He rent the fabric in two with 
hardly any effort. But what he found stunned him so much 
he stopped moving all together. Below his puritan clothing, 
Micah had worn a pair of pink panties. 

“Oh. Fuck.” Dillion leaned over and kissed Micah’s prick 
through the fragile fabric. 

Micah let out a whimper of surrender and deep, abiding 
pleasure. Dillion had gone above and beyond in Micah’s 
ravishment fantasy just as he knew he would, so he wanted 
to do something for his mate. 

Seeing the panties increased Dillion’s passion threefold. 
Ruthlessly, he yanked the shredded remains of Micah’s 
pants away and then touched all over his exposed body 


before he concentrated on the parts hidden below the 
panties. 

Growling with hunger, Dillion rubbed his thumb over the 
expanding wet spot. When Micah was ready to climax, 
Dillion lifted him up and draped him over the railing. Micah 
deliberately tilted his hips so his bottom would be lifted 
high. With a deep growl of hunger, Dillion grasped the 
panties and ripped them down the center. The ragged 
remains stayed on, but Dillion didn’t care. He tongued Micah 
just as he had in the bathroom that first night when he’d 
discovered him in the underwear. When he had Micah 
practically crying with a need for more, Dillion lubed up his 
hand and fingered Micah’s bottom. 

“Please. Oh, God, Dillion. Now. Please.” Micah was so 
close to release, but he wanted Dillion inside him first. That 
was part of his fantasy. 

When Micah felt Dillion’s hairy legs on the outside of his, 
he knew Dillion had knelt behind him. In one big thrust, he 
buried his cock in Micah’s upturned bottom. Together they 
released cries of bliss. With two powerful thrusts, Micah 
came, creaming all over the ripped remains of the panties. 
Dillion thrust once more and climaxed with a growl of bliss. 

Holding him, cradling him, Dillion lifted Micah off the 
railing and pulled him into his arms and then settled on the 
floor. Gently, he kissed Micah’s neck, his ear, and then 
murmured words of love. 

Once the haze of passionate fulfillment released Micah 
from its powerful grip, he turned and kissed Dillion gently. 
“Thank you.” 

“I would ask if you enjoyed that, but | think it’s pretty 
obvious.” 

Micah chuckled. “I’ve never been so enraptured. You 
were perfect. Beyond perfect.” 

“You are amazing. All that talk about setting this up and | 
never once thought you’d wear pink panties under your 
costume.” 

“I knew you'd like that.” 


“Oh, | did.” Dillion cradled him. “Is the camera still 
going?” 

“Oh, right.” Micah looked around. “Where are the 
remains of my pants?” 

“Um...” 

“It can wait.” 

They sat twined together as their bodies recovered. 
Eventually, they parted. Micah turned off the camera and 
the lights, but the set would remain until he came back 
tomorrow. 

“Maybe we can play with it again.” 

Micah grinned as he re-dressed in the clothing he had 
come in. “Do you have another fantasy you want to act 
out?” 

“ĮI can think of several.” 

“Then we'll have to come back.” Micah took the camera 
with hands that weren’t quite steady. 

“Are you sure you're okay?” 

Micah set the camera down then flung himself into 
Dillion’s arms. He couldn’t help himself. He burst into tears. 

“Oh, Micah.” 

“It’s not sadness. It’s joy. Really it is. | feel like tonight we 
cemented things between us. We played your game and 
then my game, and now we can play anything, everything.” 
Micah leaned back and met Dillion’s eyes. “I will always love 
you.” 

“| will always love you.” 

“Let’s go home, shower, and then cuddle and whisper in 
bed until the sun comes up.” 

“With ice cream?” 

“Of course.” 

So much had changed since Micah had come to the little 
town of Scorpion looking for adventure. He’d found what 
he’d been expecting, but he found more than he’d ever 
thought he would. Lust had turned to passion, and intimacy 
had blossomed into love. Micah had thought at first he was 
losing everything—his sanity, his job, his freedom—but he’d 


gained so much more. When he looked toward the future 
with Dillion, he saw a vast horizon with endless possibilities. 
And just enough kink to keep things interesting. 


THE END 
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